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49 GIFT ELIA, 
: PACE S 


UC” OTA ATT APPEAR "6 


To THE | 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 


EaRrLof Nornich, and EarRL-MaRSHAL 
| _ of ENGLAND, &c, 


... My Lozo;, 


| 'HE Impudence of Seriblers in this Age, has ſo corrupted 
> the Original Def .of Dedications, that before 1 dare 

| tell Tow this Trifle. begs your Lordſhip's Protettion, I 
_ un ought firſt to examine on mhat Grounds 1 make-the At- 
tacque ; for now every Thing that ere ſaw the Stage, how modeſt [0- 
ever it has been there, withaut daring to ſhew its Face above Three 
Days, has yet_the Arrogance ta thruſt it 4 into the World in Print, 
with a Great Name before at :. Where the fawning Scribler ſhall com- 
pendiouſly ſay, The Fations of Critiques, the. ill Time of the Year, 
and the. worſe Ating of the Players, has prejudiced his Play ;. but 
he doubts not, but his Grace, or his, Honour's more in PR 2 - 
ment will find That pardonable, which the World has ſo Ws - 
ciouſlyCenſur'd ; that is as much” as to ſay : Sir, Tou are the only 
Perſon at Court, whoſe blind fide I dare venture on; not-doubting, 
but your good Nature will exenſe what all the World (except the 
Author) has juſtly condemned. Thus a Dedication, which was 
formerly a Preſent #9 a Per ſon of Quality, is zow made a Libel ox 
him ; whilſt the Poet either ſuppoſes his Patron to be ſogreat a Sat 
to defend that in Print, which he hift off the Stage ; or «lſe makes 


him Self a greater, in asking a Favour from him, which he ne're ex- 


[= 


petts to obtarn. However, that which is an Abuſe to the Patron, is 


A 3 a Com: 


The ErisT1ie DepicaTORY, 
4 Complement to the Bookſeller, who whiſpers the Poet, and tel!s 
him; Sir, Tour Play had Mixfartunc, and all that---= But if you'd 
but write 4 2cian '& Preface, — The Poet takes the hint, 
picks out 4 Perſon of Honour, tells him, He has a great deal of Wit, 
grves 1s an account whe writ 'Senſe-in-the laſt Age, ſuppoſing we 
cannot be Ignorant .who writes it in This ; Diſputes the nature of 


Verie, 4z»ſwerss Gewl arty, 45 the;Court Tuff the 
ks ues, EU EISASLET,; be"ins hid, bow -far 


a Sheet of this goes, to make aBookleller Rich, aud «Poet Famore. 
Bat, myL.ord, whilft'I trauble. You with this kind'of Diſcourſe, 
T beg Tow would not think'T 4ſgn.jo give Rates to the Prels, as ſome 
of owr Tribe have done to rhe Stage z or that Ifnd fault with their 
Dedications, i» Complement to my own : No, that's a Trick I ds 
rot pretend to. Beſides, your. particular i avonrs; in the publick Hg- 
ROUT S —_— DE to-give this Phay, - and the: Author, 
have heightnea, my Sexſt \of Grititwde beyghd:-my Power of expreſ- 
ſing it. his Þ1as, fg, has other es » durſt take 54 
uary here, throws it ſelf at your Feet , as your Own : The Story 
of which, I owe to. your Hands, and your honowrible Embaſſy into 
Africa : And. on that. ſcore TI preſent it to your Patrogage,-as-the 
Jewes made their Sacyifices, which we read, took Fire from Hea- 
wen; the Incenſe ws lighted, by that Divinity , t9 whom it was 
offer 'd, Nor as this ul? may wolefty boaſt of : far beſides its noble 
Birth, Tow gave it 4 noble Education, when Tou bred it up among ft 
Princes, preſented it in a Court-Theatre, aud by Perſovs of ſuch 
Birth and Hoaour, that they borrowed no Greatneſs from the Cha- 
raters they . acted. Thus has your. Lordſhip. fbewed your Self. [q 
great a Friend to the Muſes, tha 45 in former Ages. the Poet made 
the Patron; when, all that's left of a Mzcenas,. is., That Horace 
ave him a Name : your Influence, 91 the contrary, makes the Poet. 
Axdif this Play. Live, or have Succeſs enough to preſerve a Name, 
"tis by being your Creature, and enjoying your Smiles : Which. is the 
deppelt Amonon bf, oe ooo no - 


My Loxp:; | | 
Your Lordſhips moſt Obliged, and 
moſt. Obedient Servant, 


Elkanah Settle. 


OE 


The Firſt Prologue at Court, 
Spoken by the Lady Elizanteta HowaRD: 
[ Written by the Lord MUL GRAVE.) _ 
[| With you only did expe ro Day, 


A common Prologue to ſome uſual Play : 
For when Young Ladies are to ſpeak to KINGS, 
You look that They ſhould ſay no Vulgar Things. 
Tis below Us what meaner Actors do , * 
Either t' excuſe our Selves, or rail at You. 


' Nor come You Here, 'as to the Common Pic, 


With the leaſt Hope of finding faule with Wir. 
Love's gentler Thoughts poſſeſs the Men of Senſe ; 


* At leaſt it ſhall be ſo, ere they go hence. 


Gallants, take warning then : *Tis time to fear, 

When Youth and Beauty on the Stage appear. 

Thoſe Charms elſewhere are pretty dangerous found ; 

Bur Here we ſhoot upon a Rifing Ground, 

No Heart can '{cape We have a mind ro. hit, 

Unleſs 'tis guarded by ſome Eyes Yth' Pir. 

To Hearts ehgag'd our Power does not extend : 

And. therefore, Sir, to You we humbly bend. [To the Kijup.] 
Yet from Your Conftancy we need not fear ; | 
To all fair Nymphs You keep an open Ear. 

No watching Eyes, thoſe ſoft aluring Wiles, 

Can hinder You from giving Gracious Smiles, 

Now for the Men : Their Praiſe ſhould next be ſhown ; 

But Thar, I think, were berter ler alone. 


ISIIFIFFEICIIITSIVIIEICISEOEIIIIIIIIIEIEETTS. 
The Second Prologue at Court, 
Spoken by the Lady E11zaseTy Howarp. 

+ { Written by the Loxd R OC HESTER.] 


| —— 
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I T has, of late, took up a Trick r appear 
Unmannerly z or, at the beſt, ſevere. 
And Poets ſhare the Fate by which We fall; 


, When kindly We atcempr to pleaſe You all, 


A 2 'T3S 


_ 'Tis hard, your Scornſhould -4painſitfuch prevail, 
W hoſe Ends are to divert Yoo. rho' They fail, 
You Men would think ic an ill-natur'd Jeſt, 
Should VVe laugh at you when you did your beſts 

Then rail not Here, tho' you (ee Reaſon for't. | : 
If Wir can find it ſelf no better Spore, 

Wir is a very fooliſh. Thing at Court, 

Wir's Bus'nels is to pleaſe, and not to fright , 

'Tis no Wit to be always in the Righe: | C 
You'll find ic none, who dare be ſo ro'Night, 

Few ſo ill-bred, will venture to a Play, 

To 'ſpy out Faults in what we Women fay. 

For Us no matter what VVe fpeak, but how, 

How kindly can We ſay, -----1. hate you zow 2 

And for the Meng If you'll laugh at 'em, dog 

They mind Themlelves fo much, they'll ne're mind You.----: 

But why do I defcend to loſe a Prayer 

Oa thoſe ſmall Saints in Wit > The God firs There, 

To You (Great S:r | ) my Meſſage hicher cends, [To the Kine.) 
From Youth and Beauty your Allies and Friends. | 

See my Credentials wrictren in my Face ; 

They challenge your ProteRtion in this Place + 

And hither come with ſuch a Force of Charms, 

As may give Check even to your Proſp'rous Arms. 

Millions of Caprds hovering in the Rear, 

Like Eagles, following fatal Troops, appear, | 
All waiting for the Slaughter, which draws nigh, | : 
Of thoſe bold Gazers, who this Night muſt dye. 

Nor can You 'fcape our ſoft Captivity, | 

From which old Age alone mult (er You free, 

Fhen tremble ac the Faral Conſequence,.....- 


OOF TB ag 


rt. 


Since, 'tis well known, for your Own Part, (Great Priuce 1) 
*Gainſt us ſtill You havemade a weak Defence, _ * 
Be Generous, and Wiſe, and rake our Part : 
Remember We have Eyes, and You an Heart. 

Elſe You may find, too late, thac, We are Things 
Born to kill Vaſſals, and to conquer Kings. ( 
But, Oh1 To what vain Conqueſt -I precend, 
Whilſt Lowe is our Commander, and your Friend. 
Our Victory your Empire more aſſures ; 

For Love will ever make the Tryumph Yours. 


PROLOGUE 


PROLOGUE 
At the Prav-Houss. 


OR this Day's Treatment you have paid too dear. 
| FE Your beſt below'd Diverſion ts not here : 
All you're now like to have, ts 4 dull Play , 
The Wells have flol the Vizar Masks away. 
Now Punk in penitential Drink, begins 
To purge the Surfeit of her London Sins. 
Their Lewes have been o're-ftockt, and but made flop 
For a new Tillage tow'rds another Crop. 
*Tis ſeaſonable ſometimes to forbear : 
Alas, it is not Harveſt all the Tear. 
Though heated they, like tatter'd Ships, keep in, 
They ftay but to Refit, then Launch again. 
Be honeſt- then one Day, and patient ſit, 
With neither baudy in the Play, nor Pit, 
And though thus far you to your Loſs are come, 
What's yet fiill worſe, you muſt. drive Empty home. 
Nor when Play's done, need the ſhame-fac'd Debauch 
Change the Guilt Chariot for the Hackney Coach. 
Then ſince our ſober Audience deryes 
Tou furious Men of Prey all hopes of Prize : 
To ſee the Play ſbould be your only Ends, | 
We'll then preſume, you are the Author's Friends. | 
And tho* you miſs your dear Delights, you may : 
Be to the Poet kind, and Clap the Play : | 
Tour Eands are now imploy'd no other Way. 


THE 


TheActtorsNames 


of ers, 


Muly Labar, Son to the Emperour 6 "We. Harvis: 


Maly Hamet, a Prince of the Royal | 
Blood, Contrated to Mariamne, EIN 
and General of. the, Emperour's $ Mr. Smith. 
Forces, 


Crimalbaz, a Courtier, and "RET M B ; 
to the Queen Mother. | ' Mr. Batterton: 


Hametalhaz, his Confident and Crea- 
cure, Governour of a Caſtle in oo « Medboxrne. 


Morocco. | 
 Abdelcador, Friend to Muly Hamet. Mr. Crosby. 


Achmat, an Eunuch. 


Laula, Empreſs of Morocco, and Mo- | 
ther to Muly Labes, and to Ma- (Ms. Batterton. 


rianmme. ) | 
Marianne, her Daughter, Mrs. Mary Lee. 
Morena, Daughter to Taffalett, Mrs. Tohnſon. 


Villains, Lords, MO, Prieſts Maſquers, : and other 
 Atrendants, 
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My Thovghes our-fly that mighty Conqueror, 


THE 


EMPRESS 
MOROCCO. 


2, The Firſt A&, Scene the Firſt. 


Scene opens, Muly Labas appears bound in Chains, 
: attended by Guards. 


Muh L; Ondemn'd co Fetters, tho* to Scepters born ! 
'Tis in this Garb unhappy Princes mourn. 
Yer Fortune to great Courages is kind ; 
'Tis he wants Liberty whoſe Soul's confin'd. 


Who having vanquiſh'd one World, wept for more : 
Fetter'd in Empires, he enlargement crav'd | 
To the ſhort walk of one poor Globe enſlay'd. 
My Sonl mounts higher, and Fares Pow'r diſdains; 
And makes me Reign a Monarch in my Chains. 
Bur 'tis my Father has decreed my Fate ; 
Yer ſtill he ſhews his Greatneſs in his Hate; 
Thy Rage, brave Prince, mean Subjecs does deſpiſe; 
None bur thy Son ſhall be chy Sacrifice, 
Exter Morena bound. 
This dazling Objet my weak ſight invades : 
Such Beauty would make Dungeons loſe their ſhades; 
Moren. Remember, Sir, when firſt you were a Gueſt 
To [iffalztia's Court, and to my Breaſt, 
Thar I, fond Woman, in a borrow'd ſhape, 
Was a Conſpirator in my own Rape, 
When in a fatal Night, whoſe darkneſs did 
Bock our Eſcapes, and my faint Bluſhes, hide ; 
| » © With 


—— — 


2 The Empreſs of Morocco. 
With You Ifled my Country, left a Crown, 
Heir only now Can unkind Father's Frown ; 
And now for Refnge to Morocco come, 
Ve in your Fathers Court receive this doom : 
[ points to her Chats, 
Our Loye from him this Entertainment gains ; 
We in our Sanctuary meet our Chains: 
Our Fathers too have now proclaim'd a War g 
By T:ffaletts's Arms we are purſu'd, 
Our amotous flights like threatning Comets are, 
Which thus draw after them a train of Blood. 
Muly L. Why do you thus a ſad Relation make 
Of all that you have ſuffer'd for my ſake, 
Unleſs you my Unworthineſs reſenc, 
And of your miſplaced kindnefles repent > 
Moren, No, Irecount the Scenes of our paſt ſtorms} 
To arm your Fancy for .more pleaſing forms ; 
T come to tell you that your Father's Find, 
And has our mutual Happineſs deſign'd. 
Of our paſt Woes I've this relation giv'n, 
As Purgatory does make way for Heav'n. IE. | 
Muly L, This does diſperſe my Fears, checks my Deſpair 2 
And has my Father ----- Shall we then ---- and are 
Our Loves and Hopes ---- Oh my unruly Joy, 
Which does my Thoughts ſo in their Birch deſtroy, 
That my diſorder'd words no form can bear ! 
Speak then what You would ſay; and I will hear. = 
Moren. He has pronounc'd ſach great and glorious things, 
As are fit only-for the Breath of Kings: 
- Our happy Paſſion he ſo far approves, 
That e're three days expire he'll crown our Loves]. 
Know then, to' grant our Souls a ſtricter Tye, 
He has decreed -----We ſhall together Dye, 
Muly L... How are my viſionary Dreams retir'd; 
And my fond hopes in the Embrace expir'd > 
Moren, That day my Father Taffalera's Arms 
To this proud City give their firſt Alarms, | 
His Standard fixt before Morocco's walls, 
_2uly Labas and his Morena falls, 


He 
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The Empreſs of Morocco; 3 

He for my Murder does this reaſon plead, | 

Thar he'll preſent my Father with my Head. 

That ſudden Blow, which he deſigns for you; 

*Tis your ſuſpe&ed Treaſon prompts him to ; 

And the ſame Jealoulie that made his Breath 

Decree your Chains, makes him pronounce your Death; 
Mal) L, 1 freely at his feet my Life will throw ; 

Life is a debt we to our Parents owe. 

Bur dye ſuſpeRed 1 Can he think fo foul 

A Thought as Treafon harbours in his Soul, 

W hich does Morena's facred Image bear ! ; 

No ſhape of ill can come within her Sphear., 

But muſt Morena fall > when e're ſhe bleeds; 

He no ſeverer a Damnation needs, 

That dares pronounce the Sentence of her Death; 

Than the Infection thac actends that Breath, 
Moren. Hold, Sir, and your unmanly fears remove; 

And ſhew your Courage equal to your Loye : 

Let us to Death in ſolemn Triumph go, 

Asco the nobler Nuptials of che two : 

For when we're dead, and our freed Souls enlarg'd, 

Of Natures grofler burdens we're diſcharg'd : 

Then gentle as a happy Lovers Sigh, 

Like wandring Meteors, through the Air we'll fly ; 

And in our airy Walk, as ſubtil Gueſts, 

We'll ſteal into our cruel Father's Breaſts ; 

There read their Souls, and track each Paſſions ſphear 1 

See how Revenge moves there, Ambition here 1 

And in their Orbs view the dark CharaQters 

Of Sieges, Rains, Murders, Blood and W ars, 

We'll blot out all choſe hideous Droughts, and write 

Pure and white forms we'll with a Radiant lighr 

Their Breaſts incircle, trill their Paſhons be 

Gentle as Nature in its Infancy ; 

Till ſofcen'd by our Charms,their Furies ceaſe, 

And their Revenge diſfolves into a Peace. 

Thus by our Death appeas'd, their Quarrel ends ; 

Whom Living we made Foes, Dead we'll make Friends? 
Muly L. Oh generous Princeſs 1 whoſe couragious Breath 

Can ſer ſuch glorious Characters on Death: page 


Ba | The 


3 The Empreſs of Morocco; 
The antient World did but too modeſt prove, 

In giving a Divinity to Love, 

Love the great Pow'r o'th' higher World controuls; 
Heaven but creates, but Love refines our Souls, 


| Enter to them Lo Mother weeping. 


0. Moth, Oh Son! your Royal Father ——— 

Muh L. - Hold 1 your Tears 
Confound my hopes. O my preſaging fears ! 
Has he «--- it cannot be ---- has he decreed ---< 
Morena muſt not, no, ſhe ſhall nor bleed : 
The Skies would bluſh when that bold deed were done; 
And look more red than at a ſetting Sun, 

. Moth, *Tis not Morena who. is doom'd to dy, 

AMuly L., Has he decreed I ſhall her place ſupply >. 
Tf fo, thanks my kind Father, thou haſt done 
The only deed that could oblige a. Son-: 
If I to fave your Life reſign my own; [ '0 Morena; 
T ſhall more glorious ſhine than on his Throne; 

9. Moth, Thar obje& which your Mothers cears procures, 
Is your great Father's ſudden fate, not yours, br. 

Muauly L; My Father1 han. 

9. Moth. is dead, Juſt as he ſate 
Pronouncing yours and your Aferena's fate , 

A ſudden Check his haſty Breath controul'd, 

He ſtartled, trembledy and his Eye-balls rould, | 
His wandring fears, his unſhap'd thoughts ſupply'd 
With horrors then 2M4uly Labes he cry'd, 

"Forgive what my miſtaken Rage has done, 

In Peace poſſeſs thy Miſtreſs, and my Throne ? 

Then with hisYying Breath' his Soul retir'd, 

And in a ſullen {igh his Life expir'd. _ 

Muly L, The Emperour dead ! and with his dying Breath 
Did he Aforeza to his Son bequeath ? - 
He in this Gift a Father has outr-don, - 

And robs me of the Duty of a Son; 

For choſe juſt Tears, which Nature ought t' imploy, 
To pay my laſt Debt to his Memory, | 
The Crowning of my Paſſion diſallows ; 

Grief ſlightly firs on happy Lovers Brows, 


Emer 


The Empreſs of Morocco. 5 
Enter Crimalhaz aud Hameralhaz, with Attendants*-<'3- 
| ' AS houtWlthin: 
Al, Long live Muly Labas, Emperour of Morocco, 


Crim, Welcome, brave Prince, to your-great Father's Crown, 
Advancing from a Priſon to a Throne : | 
The City does in one full ſhout concur, 
And in one voice proclaim you Emperour : 
Yet, Sr, your Freedom muft not” reach fo far, 
Bu this fair Princeſs Chains you ſtill muſt wear, 
The Sun, Great $7r, muſt in one circuit view 
Your Coronation and your Nuptials too. | 

Muly L, Enjoy a Throne, and my Morena Wedd y 
A Joy too great were not my Father dead, 
The Force of one the others Pow'r controuls : 
Heaven fits our ſwelling Paſſions to our Souls, 
When ſomegreat Fortune to mankind's convey'd; 
Such Bleſſings are by. Providence allay'd. 
Thus Nature to the World a Sun creates, 
Buc with cold Winds his pointed Rays rebates» 

Exit Muly L. l:ading Morena). 


0. Moth, Beſotted in thy Love and Empires Charms} 
Sleep, and grow dull in your Moreza's Arms. 
*T was not for this I rais'd thee ro a Crown, 
Poyſon'd the Father co Enthrone the Son + 
Had'ſt thou been ripe for Death, we had decreed, 
Thou ſhould'ſt him in his Fate, not Throne, ſucceed £2 
Thy early growth we in thy Chains had cruſhe, 
And mix'd thy Aſhes with thy Father's Duſt. 
Bur live, fond Boy : to manage our Deſign, 
We firſt muſt thy Great General undermines, 
They, who by Policy a Crown purſue, 
Snatch at one Graſp the Sword and Scepter too? - 
Then we'll with eaſe Depoſe an Armleſs King : 
Men ſport with Serpents when they've loft their Sting? 
When our Deſigns to che full height ſucceed, | 
I'll place the Crown Imperial on your Head, [to CrimalhazY. 
Str, of your Progreſs a Relation make, | 
How died the King > how-did che Poyſon take, 


- 


3 The Empreſs of Morocco, 


"Crime. With Jafery I accompliſh'd your deſire , 
For;Hell and Night did in the deed conſpire, 
As if he, by ſome ſecret inſtin&, knew 
The fatal Potion had been ſent by you: 
Up from his Sear he roſe, and fighing cryed, 
O unkind Lazlaj and then groan'd and dyed, 
His Death ſo much of horrour did preſent, 
I curs'd my Hand for being the Inſtrument : 
A ſtrange unuſual trembling ſhook my Heart, 
As that Magician, whoſe Infernal Art, 
Raiſing a Viſion, is with Terror ſeiz'd 
At th' Apparition his own-Charms have rais'd. 
Have you confider'd, Madam, what you've done ? 


2. M., Poyſon'd my Husbaand, Sr; and if thereneed 


Examples co inſtruct you in the deed, 

I'll make my Ations plainer underſtood, 

Copying his Deach on all the Royal Blood, - 

| Crim, The Falls of Kings are heavy, and on You---- 


02.2, Hold, S:r, ſure you have drunk the Poiſon too 
'That thus your Blood grows cold, and your faint Breaft 
Is with ſuch dull and ſtupid Fears poſleſt 2 
A Stateſ-man's Breaſt fhould ſcorn.to feel remorſe 
Murder and Treafon- are but things of courſe. 

Crim, 1 am a Convert, Madam, for kind Heavenz 
Bas to Mankind Immortal Spirits given, 
And Courage is their Lifez but when that ſinks, 
And to tazac Fears and Coward-faintnels (ſhrinks, 

We the great: Work of chat bright frame deſtroy, 
And ſhew the World, that even our Souls can dye, 
By your Example T1! great deeds purſue : | 
My Thoughts fha'nt ftart at what my Hand dares do, 

Hamet, Madam, as Agents in this great Deftgn, 
Zibdy, Morat and Abdrahamon.joyn; -" 

They the Kings Ears will with ſuch VV hiſpers fill, 
As ſhall the Poyſon Jealouſie inſtill : 
And by ſuch ſubtilry his Breaſt infe&, 
"Till he his'General's Loyalty (uſpeR. | 
Crim. Then; to promote Suſpition, we'll proclaim 


j 


His Gen'rals high Courage, great Pow 'r and Fame ; 


Flis 


The Empreſs of Morocco. 7 
His Armies Love, and his grear Spirit praiſe z IE 
And to that pitch his heighten'd Virtues raife, 
That their Perfection ſhall appear their Crime; 
As Gyants by their Height do Monſters ſeem, 
Q.M. Brave Crimalhazt thy Breaſt and mine agree: 
Now thou art worthy of a Crown-and Mee, | 
And by ſuch Arts I'll my Sons Breaſt invade, 
Till his fond Duty has his Life berray'd, 
Till by my means we have his Army gain'd, 
And have remov'd the Sword into your Hand : 
And then we publickly and ſafely may 
Our bloody Enfigns co che Wotld diſplay : 
His Pow'r once gone, we'll a his Deach in ſtate; 
And daſh his Blood againſt his Palace Gare, 
Great Deeds (ſhould in the open day be don, . 
As Sacrifices offer'd to the Sun, DN 7 
Crim, But till rhefe mighty ARions: riper'd are; : 
We muſt the borrow.d Looks of. Friendſhip wear. 
2.1.Toflatr'ring lightning our feign'd Smiles conform} . 
Which, back'd with Thunder, do but guild a Storm, 
Fini Afu primi, 11; 0 Od 


Att the Second, Scene the Firſt. 
The Scene opened, is Repreſented the ProſpeS& of alarge 
River, with @ glorious Fleet of Ships, ſuppoſed to 
be the Navy of Muly Hamet : after the Sound of 
Trumpets and the Diſcharging of Guns, - 


Enter King, Young Queen, Hametalhaz and Attendants; 


Buamet, "Bw Str, Your Royal Fathers General, 
Prince Mu!y Hamrt's Fleet does homewards Sail, . 
And in a Solemn and Triumphant Pride | 
Their Courſe up the great River Texſft guide, 
W hoſe guilded Currents do new Glories take 
From the Refle&ion his brighe Streamers make : 
The Waves a Maſque of Martial Pageants yield, 
A flying Army on a floating Field, 


Order-- 
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Order and Harmony in each appear, 

Their lofry Bulks the foaming Billows bear. 

In ſtate they move, and on the Waves rebound, 

. As if they Danc'd to their own Trumpets ſound : 

By Winds inſpired, with lively Grace they roul, 

As if that Breach and Motion:lent a Soul. 

And with that Soul, they ſeem taught: Duty too, 
Their Topfail's lowr'd, their Heads with Reverence bow; 
AS if they would their Generals Worth enhance, 

From him, by inſtin&, taught Allegiance, 

VV hil'ſt the loud Cannons echo to the Shore, 

Their flaming Breaths falute You Emperour. 

From their deep Mouths he does your Glory fing, 
Witch Thunder, and with Lightning, greets his King; 
Thus to expreſs his Joys, in a loud Quire 

And Conſorr of wing'd Meſſengers on fire. 

He has his Tribute [ſent; 'and Homage given, 

As Men in Incenſe fend up Vows to Heaven, - 


Ezter Muly Hamet 4nd Abdelcadot, Attended, rmtroduced with 8 
 Flouriſh of Trumpets : Muly Hamet kneels to the K ing, 


King. Welcome true owner of that Fame you bring, 
A Conqueror's a Guardian fo a King, 
Conqueſt and Monarchy conſiſtent are ; 
*Tis Victory ſecures thoſe Crowns we wear, . E 
 Mul Hamet, Ta all that Sword you lent-me has ſubdu'd, 
I only, Sir, my Duty have purſu'd: | 
And acts of Duty merit no Applauſe, 
I owe my Lawrels to my Royab Cauſe, 
My Actions all are on your Name enroll'd, 
Since *tis front you my Conqu'ring Pow'r I hold, * 
Hametal, But in AMorecco his high Pride may find 
His Name leſs glorious, and his Stars leſs kind. [aſides 
Muly Hamet, Sir, your Vitorious Arms are doubly crown'd, 
On Sea and Land the ſame ſucceſs have found : 
When firſt our greeting Navies did ſaute, 
And in the rage of Flames our Cauſe diſpute: 
The Trains of Fire our fatal Guns did make, 
Did the fierce ſhape of blazing Comets take : Fe 
: ur 
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Our megting heat ſuch fary did conrra@, Rn 
Thar Comets can bur threacen what we a; 
Buc when the Day had a SpeQator been; 
And the whole Progrefs of ahis Parley ſeen; 
Led by your Genius, Fate their Side forfook, 
Some of their Ships I ſnak, and ſome I took. 
But when the interpoſing ſhades of Nighe 
Afliſted them in their diforder'd flighr, 
I made their Fleet co Conqueſt light my way; 
With burning Ships made Beacons on the Sea. 
XK ing, Kind Fate, in giving you ſo great Succels, 
Could ſcarce grant more, nor did you merit leſs, _ 
Muly H, Their Arms, who have at Sea Vietorions been; 4 
Do bur the Our-works of an Empire win, 
Then to compleat, what on the Sea before 
I'd bur begun, I Landed on their Shore. 
Abaele, Saphee and Sali, Auzadore, Oran, 
The fam'd Arzile, Alcazer, Tituen, 
Which che Uſurper Gajland's Pow'r poſſeſt, 
Thoſe his Sword Conquer'd, and his Fame the reſt ; 
For the leſs Cities at his Names ſurpriſe, 
Yielding made Crowds of bloodleſs Vidories; 
Your Arms againſt your Foes ſo much have done; 
They feel the Heat, chough the fierce Fire be gone; ©} 
Muly H, And now-----« 
Hearing whoſe Force Morocco wilt Invade, 
I have broughe home your Atmy to your Aid, 
Y. Queen, Valour and Fate ſuch juſt ſucceſs allow; 
As firmly place the Laurel on your Brow | 
Whoſe very Looks ſo much your Foes ſurpriſe, 
That You, like Beauty, conquer with your Eyes; | 
But, Muly Hamet, now your Sword muſt be 56d 
Imploy'd in a more Cruel Vicory | tn. 
Againſt Invaders You your Force muſt lead, 
And meec my Father in an Army's Head : 
Bur the rough hand of War more gentle make, 
And ſpare His Blood for His Aforera's ſake, 
Muly H, We only do aſpire to this great end, 


To make your Father not our Prize, but Friend, BY 
& K ing, 
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Kirg.. Should Fortune Crown our Forces with Succeſs, 
Our Arms, though Conq'ring, ſhall noe make him leſs. 


Enter, Mariamne Attended. 


Muly H. Now I'm d'Conqueror; © 7741205 Name alone 
Has Triumph in't;-1I from this hear am made -- | 
Greater than if I wore thoſe Crowns T won + - * 

My Laurels too, without yout Beams, would fade. 

Mariam, It Mariamnes Eyes, Great 8:r, cit give 
Your Laurels Life, ſhe grants them leave to live. 

Muly H,_ Oh my fiill Joys 1 | 


Mariam, F come; as on of the admiring Crowd, 
To welcome Him whoſe Actions: ſpeak fo loud. 

Muly H. Madam, my Deeds can teach no higher Fame; 
Than that your pretious Breath gives 'em a Narne, 

Mar.No doubt but War, and che harſh found of Arms, 
Has from your Boſome chas'd Loves Tofcer Charms : 
Your Thoughts, accuſtom'd now to Martial Toils, 
Court only Honour, dreſt in ſavage Spoils. 

Muly H. No, Madam, Wat has taught my Hands to aime © 
At Glory, to deſerve a'Eovers Namie; - :, 
Since my Ambition has your Heart purſu'd, 

I Conquer Crowns to-make my Title good : 
Whoſe narrow Thoughts to leſſer Objects move 
His Soul wants Room to entertain your Love. 

K ing. Sir, to requite you with a Crown would be 

Too mean Reward, -Crowns you've beſtow'd on me: 

To ſpeak my Thanks and Gfatirude niore large, 

That vaſter Debt I owe She ſhall diſcharge. 

To pay what ſo mach Merit does require, | 

I do command you love, where I admire. - f 10 Mariamne] 

Muly H. Though Mariamnes Love appear'd befofe - —- - 
The higheſt Happine(s Fate had in ſtore, | 
Yet when I view it, as an Offering 
Made by the Hand of an obliging King, 
It takes new Charms, looks brighter, lends new Heat; 
No Objects are ſo Glorious. or ſo Great, 
Bur what may ſtil} a Gteater Form put on, 
As Optick Glaſles magnifie the Sun, 

| —- Enter 
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Enter Crimalhaz} Shouts within 
Crim, Your Subjects wait witch eager joys to pay 
Their Tribute ro your Coronation Day. 
King. Youare atrriv'd a welcome Gueſt, to ſhare 
Thoſe Ceremonies which their Joys prepare; [to Muly Hamet; 
Your Preſence to their ſolemn Rires will grant 
That Ornament which this days Triumphs want 3 | 
VV hat more could their impatient VWithes meet, 
Then in one day a King and Conqu'rour greet > | 
 Whil't they-behold Triumphant on one Throne 
The Wearer-and Defender of a Crown, | 
Lead on----- | - 
Muly H, Lead on, and all that kneel to you, | 
' Shall bow to me. This Conqueſt makes it due, T:o Mariamne? 
Exeunt a but Crimalhaz, 
Crim, Dull Souldier, in thy ViRories go on, 
' And live to ſee me wear the Crowns you wort, 
Ler-Cowards to their Fathers Thrones advance, 
Be Great and Powerfal by Inheritance, 
No Laurels by defcent my Brow adorn ; | 
* Bur what gains Crowns, Iam to Conrage born; 
Ambition is the riſe of Souls, like mines © Sh 
Thoſe Wreaths my Birth does wanr, my Brain ſhall win; 
They in advance to Greatneſs glorious prove, 
Who our of the dull track of Birth-right move. 
Birth-right, the Prop of an unpurchas'd Name, 
A weak Alliance to an Elder Fame, 
- No Glory by Deſcent is fiever worn ; 
Men are to Worth and Honour Rais'd, not Born; Exit; 


The Scene opened, 


A State 1s preſented, the King, Queen and Mariamne Seated, Muly 
Hamet, Abcelcador and Attendaytj,, a Mooriſh Dance is pre- 
ſented by Moors in ſeveral Habs 2 whe bring in an Artificial 
Palm-Tree, about which they Daiice'to ſeveral Antick Inflruments 
of Mufick; in the intervals of the Dance, this Song is Sung by a 
Mooriſh Przeft and two Mooriſh Women, the Chorus of it being 


performed by all the Moors, 


C 2 _ - +. S_ 


__ 
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| I, Stanza. 


N O Muſick, like that which Loyalty ſings, 

A Conſort of Hearts at the Crowning of Kings : Sk 
There*s uo ſuch Delightful and Raviſhing ſtrain, - "$2, HY 
As the Echoes and Shouts of Long Live and Reign, 
Loug live and reign, lang live and reign, 

No Shogts ſo atlightful, as, Long Live aud Reign, 
Long live and rezgn, &c. Chorus. 


2. Stanza. 


Wo Homage like what from Loyalty ſprings, the 35 ot. 
Well Kneel to our Gods, but well Dye for our Kings : FRA 
Well pay that Devotion our Lives fhall maintaix : WE, . 
Ho raiſing of Altars like Long Live and Keigu. 
Long live and reign, long live and reign, 

Io raiſing of Altars, like Long Live and Reigh. 
Long live, &c. FIN | 


= 0 
Dame 


_- ., After the Dance: Wh 
King. They have paid theirs, now I my Debts. will pay ; 

Str, the next Sun ſhall ſee your Nuptial day. 

We, who would beſt great Services requite, 

Do firſt our Friendſhips, then our Bloods unite 2 

And that your Hands more ſolemnly may joyn, 

Our Royal Mothers Gifc ſhall ſecond mine. : 
Y. Queer. Her gentle Breath already, from juſt Fame, 

Has kindly entertain'd your Glorions Name 

And in that Dreſs; You, as a Conquirour, may 

To her a more than welcome Viſit pay. 
King. But ſince the Sorrows of the Mourning Queen; 

For our late Father, make her keep unſeen, 


- Ler this conduct you. [ Gives him a Ring; 
Mol H, I am here more bleſt----- | 
Than if I an Imperial Seat poſlett. 
Whilft in-your Breaſt an Empire I obtain, [:o Mariamne? 


Nor only Kings, but Gods unenvied Reign, 


Beauty would almoſt Infidetsgreate ; 
Who, beyond Love, can veaſh a higher ſtate > 


Exeunt al but Abdelcador, 

Abdelc, Oh Charming Sex ! ----- 
How vaſt a Circle does thy Magick take > 
The higheſt Spirits humbleſt Lovers make, A 


"tr os 
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All that” Heroick Grearneſs, which but now 
Made haughty Foes and ſtubborn Nations bow, 
Turns Vaſlal to a Smile, a Look's diſguiſe: 
Who Conquer Thouſands, are one Woman's Prize, 
Fate ſets Commanding Beauty in their way, 
Beauty that has more God-like Pow'r than they : 
Love o're the Hearts of yielding Heroes ſports ; 
Who're Conquerours in Camps, are Slaves in Conrts; Exit. 
Fins Atu Secund!, 


"2 Act the Third, Scene the Firſt. 


Enter Muly Hamet, Scene the Palace. 
MulyH,* TE now our Royal Mothers Breath muſt bind : 


That facred tye of Love my King has fign'd, 
And Providence has Seal'd : make her bur kind, 


Scene, a Bed-Chamber. - 


The Scene opens, and diſcovers Crimalhaz «rd Queen Mother. 
Sleeping on a Couch , a Table ſtanding by, with Crimalhaz's 
Plume of Feathers, aud his Drawn S$ word upon it, 


|; Re-Exter Muly Hamet. 
Muly H, Lavuls in Crimalhaz his Arms aſleep !- 
Ha 1 Does ſhe thus for her dead Rusband weep ? 
OhFond and Amorous Queen 1 has Luſt ſuch Charms, . 
Can make Her fly to an Adulterers Arms > _ - 
His Sword drawa for his Guard > ---- [ Spres the Snord, 
Bur he ſhall die.------ No, He ſhall Wake, and Know 
The Juſtice, and the Hand that gives the Blow : 
Should I deſcend to a Revenge 1o baſe, 
His Death unarm'd, my Glory would deface x . 
I will reſtore the Traytors Sword ; for ſtill 
I have been taught to Conquer choſe I kill. 
Well, as a Witneſs of his Crime, his Sword 
Te take, which whea we meet ſhall be reſtor'd, 
Then ſecretly, but Honourably too, 
My Hand (hall A& what to his Guilc is dueg | 
b: | C3 For, 
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For, leſt I ſhould my Queens Diſgrace proclaim, | 
T'll right her Wrongs, but I'll conceal her Shame, Exit, 


The Scene changes to an Anti-Chamber, 


Muly Hamet Re-enters with the ſame Sword, and in paſſing 
over the Stage is overtaken by the King, 


King. Muly Hamet 1 
Muly H. The King 1 8 
King, What have you there ? 
Muly H, Curſt Chance 1 what ſhall I ay > [afrae, 
K ng. You thus appear | 
Tove left the Field to gather Laurels here + 
Who is the Man that has this Honour gain'd, 
To be ſabdu'd by ſuch a Gen'rous Hand > 
Tell me > 
Muly H. Your Royal Pardon, 
King, No, proceed : 
If you have Kill'd him, I forgive the Deed, 
Who e're againſt you durſt his Sword unſheath, 
Has juſtiy from your Hand deſerv'd his Death. 
Muly H. No, Sr, he lives, and lives unvanquiſhd too, 
K ing, How, lives! | 
Maly H. Oh do not your demands purſue, 
Urge me no more, nor force me to reveal 
The only thing my Honour would conceal, | 
K ing. How, Muly Hamet, durft you a& that thing 
You dare not utter to your Friend, and King. 
Muly H. My Kings Eſteem I by my Silence loſe, 
- And Speaking, I his Mothers Shame expoſe, [ aſide; 
K:ng, Speak, if you can by Friendſhip be conjur'd, 
Who is it ? 
Maul H. Sir, 'tis Crimalhaz his Sword. 
Kirg. How Crimalhaz ) Are you not newly from 
Th! Apartment of my Royal Mother come > 
In what deienceleſs Garb did you ſurpriſe- 
Him there, that you diſarm*d him with ſuch eaſe > 
We ore our Womens Honours ſet ſuch Eies, 
Thar the Seraglio all acceſs denies ; 
Who enters there, without my Signet, dies, 
| | Mul H, 
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Mul H. Her Shame too openly will be deſcry'd ; 

His Jealouſie will find what I would hide. [ aſide, 
King. A ſudden Fancy does my Breaſt inflame, 

Something ſo ſtrange as I want words to name 2 

But She's my Mother, and I dare nor gueſs---- 

Yet She's a Woman, and I can no leſs 

Than ſtart at Horrours which my Honour ſtain. 

Confuſion! and was Crimalhaz the Man > 
Mauly H, Oht Sir, what has my forc'd Obedience done? 

Againſt a Mother I've Incens'd a Yon. | 

Your Princely Brow let no diſorders change, 

Lec my Hand, Sr, Your diſturb'd Peace Revenge. 
King, No, MulyHamet has a Sword too good 

To be defil'd with an Adulterers Blood, 

He ran Ignobler Fate ſhall be condemn'd , 

F'll make him Infamous, Low, and Contemn'd, 

Diſrob'd of all his Titles, he ſhall Bleed, 

Like a Crown'd Victim to anAltar led, 

Whoſe Wreaths and Gariands to the fire are caſt, 

And then the naked Sacrifice falls laſt, 

That ſinking Stateſ-man undergoes the worſt 

Of Deaths, whoſe Honours and whoſe Pow'r dies firſt, [exit Kings. 
Mauly H, This was the only Chance could ſhake my Fame, 

Oh weak Foundations of a Glorious Name ! 

I from the Field do a Crown'd Conqu'rour come, 

To turn a baſe Informer here at home: 

Yer nothing is ſo bright but has ſome Scars; 

Mena can through Glaſſes fiad out Spots in Stars, [Exit 


The Scene changes again, to the Queen Mothers Bed-Chamber, 
where She and Crimalhaz appear hand in hand, She in 
a Morning Dreſs. 
Grim, Love as the part of Tributary Kings : 
As they pay Homage to their Conquerour, 

Our kind Embraces are but Offerings 
Of Tribute to Triumphant Beauty's Pow'r. 

9. M, Great Spirits, Rivals are to Gods, and can. 
Were all the World like me, their Heav'n unman : . 
We'd antidaze our Bliſs, nor ſtay ro move, = 
Like Pageant-Saints, to Airy Sears aboye z- 


FE = > - + ib 
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We'd here below enjoy our Chiefeft Good, 
And reap Delights which they near underſtood, 
Crim. Ha 1 my Sword gone! Madam, we are betray'd. 
. Mither, Who e're has (een us, knows I am a Queen, 
That powerful Word his Silence does demand ; 
'Tis Blaſphemy to name, nay, underftand *. 
What Princes at, — 
Crim. Ho 1 Achmat, Achmat, — [ Exter Achmar, 
—- What bold Man has been 
Admitted to th' Apartment of the Queen » 
Achmat, Prince Muly Hamet, 
0. Muth. Ha! by whoſe Command > 
Achmat, The Royal Signet from the Kings own hand 
Gave him Admittance, 
9. M:h, But, rude Slave, how durſt 
You violate what I commanded firſt > 
Know, Traytor, I am Mother to a King : 
His Pow'r ſubordinate from Me does ſpring. 
My Orders therefore ſhould unqueſtion'd ſtand, 
Who gave him Breath, by which he does Command. 
What my Commands have miſt, chis ſhall make good, 
Princes are by their Deeds beſt underſtood. 
[Stabs the Eunuch, whe falls and dies, 
Crim. Fall, and in Death all hopes of Mercy loſe, 
Who durſt the Secrets of your Queen diſcloſe : 
Cloſers of Princes ſhould be held Divine, 
As a Saint's preſence Conſecrates his Shrine ; 
And Princes Pleaſures ſhonld Alliance hold 
With their great Pow'r, be free and uncontroul'd, 
Q. Meth, Is it not pity now------ 
That Grave Religion, and dull ſober Layy 
Should the high flights of Sportive Lovers aw > 
Whilſt for the-loſs, of what's not worth a WW: 


The ſlight excurſions of a wanton flame, 
You muſt your Ruin meet, and I my Shame : 
And yet we muſt not at our Dooms repine 
Becauſe Law and Religion are Divine. - 

Yes, they're Divine; for they're ſo over-good, 
I'm ſure, they ne're were made by. Fleſh and Blood, 
But ſince 'tis paſt, what does your Courage think > 
You will nor ſhake at what I ſcorn to ſhrink, 


Crim. 
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Crim, No, though I loſe that Head which I before - 

Deſign'd ſhould che Dforecco-Crown have wore : | 
Yet what's the fear of Tortures, Death, Hell > Death, 
Like a faint Luſt can only ſtop the Breath, ' 
Tortures weak Engines thae can run us down, * 
Or skrew us up till we are out of Tune. 
And Hell, a feebie, puny cramp of Souls ; 
Such infant Pains may ſerve to frighten Fools; 
\ Fares, if I'm doom'd your Mark, I'll ftand you fair; 

Nor will I for yoar Favours lofe a Pray'r. | 

Q.M, A Pray'r, Devotion and a StateE-man 1 No, 

*The Pow'rs above are Titular below : 

Stars are all Eye, and when great Deeds are done, 

All their faint Lights are but bare Lookers-on, 

Nov thou art brave, none but a Heart above 

The ſhock of Fortune could deſerve my Love : 

But fear no danger, to our aid I'll call 

My Arts and Friends in Hell, to ſtop our Fall. 

To this I'll for our ſafety rake recourſe ; 

Through your right Hand this fatal Dagger force * 

Chen leave the Condud of the Deed to me z 

Zace dares no leſs than my ProteRor be. 

Here Crimalhaz Stabs himſelf in his right 
Arm, which immediately appears Elody, 
Crim, *Tis done, [ Throws away the Dagger; 


Exter to them the King and Muly Hamer. 


K ing, May Heav'n forgive my Eyes, that they have ſeen 
This Obje& in a Mother and a Queen, 
2. M. Oh Son 1 be deaf to what will wound your Ear, 
©ert this black Day be cancell'd from the Year, 
zur if your Juſtice muſt his Faulcs purſue, 
.mpoſe on Me what to his Guilt js due, | 
Muly H, See how ſhe treats her Shams : Madam, I with 
Your Virtues greater, or your Birth were leſs, | 
K ing. Since you have ſullied thus our Royal Blood, 
The Gronnds and Riſe of this paſt Crime relate, [to Crimalhaz; 
That, having your Offences underſtood, 
We, what ws can't recall, may expiate, 
Crim, 91r, 'Twas my fare Gini | 


— yy _w_———— 


£ 


2. M. 


- 
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9. Mith, Hold, Sir, the Story does to me belong, 
A Womans Frailty from a Womans Tongue, 
Whilſt penſively I in my Cloſer fate 
My Eyes pay'd Tribuce ro my Husbands Fate , 
And while thoſe Thoughts my finking Spirits ſeiz'd,. 
His Entrance my dejeced Courage rais'd: 

kn | [ Pointing to Muly Hamer; 

The ſudden Object did new Thonghts' produce ; 
My Grieſs ſuſpended, lent my Tears a Truce : 
For then I otherwiſe employ'd my Eyes, 


Whilſt in his Aſpe& I read Vicories. [points to Muly Hamet! 


Burt, Muly Hamer, then your cruel Breaſt ----- 

Auly H; Speak. 

©. Moth, Lec my Tears and Bluſhes fpeak the reſt 

Mal H. What does ſhe mean > My lab'ring Thoughts diſpatch 

Q. Moth, Your Soul and Perſon Nature did ill match, 

Such ſavage Paffions and unruly Heat, 
Lode'd in Your Breaſt, hold a too glorious Seat, 

Muly H, This myſtick Language does my Sence confound. 

©. Math, Ols, Sir! 

King, This riddling Hiſtory expound, 

9. Moth, Well, Str, fince you will force my Tongue, I muſt 
Be to my Honour and my Virrue juſt, | 
Having a while upon each other gaz'd, 

He at my Silence, I his Eyes amaz'd : 
Then, Muly Hamet, then ----- 

King, What did he do? | | 

0. M. Attempt co Raviſh me. His alter'd Brow 
Wore ſuch fierce Looks, as had more proper been 
To lead an Army with, than Court a Queen, 

And, as a Raviſher, I abhorr'd him more 
In that black form, than I admir'd before. 
But whilſt my Virtue a Reſiſtance made, 
My Shrieks and Cries brought Achmat to my aid : 
Whilft the Eunuch ſtood amaz'd, his Sword he ſnatch'd, 
And at one ſtroke his wond'ring Soul diſpatch'd, 
Muly H, Oh Horrour 1 | | 
0. Mah, Then, led by ſome happy Chance, 
Kind Crimalhaz did to my Aid advance, 


Crim; 
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Crims, But being by my ſudden Entrance croſt, 
And all the Hopes of his ſtoln Pleaſures loſt, 
My ſight did to his ſparkling Eyes inſpire 
Such Rage, as if his Luſt had lent 'em Fire : 
Thovgh Juſtice in Her Cauſe did guide my Hand, 


*No Sword could his Vicorious Arm withſtand + 


And when his Weapon through my Hand did run; 

Fearing th' Event of what his Rage had done, 

He bore away my Sword, a poor Pretence, 

To turn his Crime upon my Innocence, SS 
Mut H, Falſe and Perfidious Traytor $ | [to Crimalhaz; 

$:r, to your Royal Favours add one more, [ to the King, 


 AndT1l quit all that I receiv'd before 


To this Adulterer your leave afford 

To vindicate his Treaſon by his Sword g 

Thar Juſtice, by my Hand, may give him Death, 
And ſtifle with his Blood his Perjur'd Breath 

King. Hold, Str, if you this raſh atcempt purſue, 
You'll make me think, that what he ſays is true. 
This ſubtile myſtery confounds me more 
Than the paſt horrour of the Deed before, 

Crim. Alas, Sir; He, who has fo Savage been; 
To dare abuſe the Honour of a Queen, 
Eſteeming all leſs Crimes but ſportive things, 
ould not want Words t' abuſe the Ears of Kings, 
MulyH, Bold Villain----- | Rh 
King, Hold, your Paſſions Rage command; 
You in an injur'd Monarchs preſence"ſtand. 

Muly H, Can the Eternal Pow'rs ſuch Treachery 
Permit > You the great Rulers of the Sky, 

Sitting thus patient at ſo tame a rate, 


LY 


' In Heav'ns ſoft eaſe are grown effeminate; . 
* Tf ſuch loud Crimes your armleſs Pow'r 6ur-face, 


Your pointleſs Vengeance will your Heav'n diſgrace. 

hy pw Had you my Breaſt by Honour ſought to win; 
Yet Love t'a Pious Morher, and Mourning Queen, 
Had ſounded harſh, Bur,grant that time and Love 


. Couls from my Boſom my Dead Lord remove : 


T to your Paflion might fo juſt have been, 
To've mer your Love, byz not D ſhape of Sin, 
ode | 2 
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Mauly H. Madam, . You. may ſay any thing: Your Sex 
And Birth, the vent of my juſt Paſſions checks, ' 4 
Sir, do but hear [To the King, 
Crim, You may vouchſafe to hear 
What You may read more plainly, here and there, 
© » [ Points tothe dead Eunuch and his rounded Arm, 
King, I in this Parley too much time beſtow : 
Hearing the Cauſe, I make the Vengeance ſlow, 
Guards Yet Tle hear him. | 
Muly H. My fingle Word a vain Defence. will make, 
Where fo mach Witneſs, and a Mother ſpeak. | 

But yet Heav'n ſees my Innocence; and know . 

Thar I am proud this Shame to undergo.. 

Believe me, her intended Raviſher 

Appearing ſo, I take the Guilt from Her. 

Their falſe Impeachments do this comfort briag,; 

Thar I may wear that Cloud would. ſhade a King. 

King. His kind ſoft Words do but confirm th' Offence; . 

Men are ne're loſers for their Breaths expence : 

Bur ſtill ſpeak kindeſt when their Falls are near, 

Not out of Generolity, but:fear,  * 

Fc is enough She wicneſs'd his Offence ; 

Her Virtue ſcorns to accuſe Innocence, : 
And fince her Blood does run within my. Veins, 
 By'inftin& I know ſhe all that's baſe diſdains. 

Bur if I want more Proofs to make it out, - 

His Murder and: his Wound removes-cthe doube;.- - 

Mualy H amet, fot this: Guilt, our.Prophets Breath, : 

Has in his ſacred Laws: pronounc'd your Death. 


ww 


Q. Moth, His Death ! HT [Sarpriſed.. 
But hold ! The King will then my Cheat defcry, .. - 
I wiſh His Death wha.tamely ſee him dye... - ſ[aſide; 
O cruel Sir, that killing: Breach recall :_._ '_.. + - [to the K ine, 


Our holy Prophet dares not. ſee him fall, 
I'm ſure, had he My Eyes. Heav'n cannot ſee 
Such Courage. bear fo harſh a Deſtinie. 

The Pow'rs above-would ſhrink at what he felt « IP 
His Death to Teas their Chryſtal Orb would mele, .. 
But | fo - 

If you- muſt a& what Mercy. can't prevent; 
Ioflic inflict ſome milder Puniſhmenc; 


—— —_— 
— —— 
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| And in a Treacherous Hand miſplace theig Sword, 


The Empreſs of Morocco. 


King, His Deeds and Service in Morocco's Caule 
May mitigate the rigour of our Laws. 
His Army then I co your charge commend, 
Her Honours Guirdian, and our Loyal Friend, [o Crimalhaz; 
Here bind the Traytor, and convey him ſtrait [0 the Guards, 
To Priſon, there to linger out his Fate : 
*Till his hard Lodging, and his ſlender Food, 
Allay the Pury of his Luſtful Blood, [Guards 612d Muly Ham! 
9. Moth, Think what Impreſſion on my Breaſt *rwill make, 
To ſee his Hands wear Fetters for my ſake. x 
Maly H, "Madam, be ſerious, tell me how fo foul 7 
A Treaſon gain'd admiſfion to your Soul, 
Q. M. My Soul 1 Dull Man, what has my Soul todo 


In ſuch mean Ads as my betraying You ? 
Murder and Treaſon ----- . v - whiſper 
Wirhouc the help of Souls, when I think good, | 


Such toys I aQ; as I'm bur Fleſh and Blood, > Muly bog 
Ms,H. Let not too high your Scorn of Juſtice ſwell: | VE #7# 4 

Know, adn, on ſuch Crimes there waits an Hell, * J wes = 
Q.M. Hell 1 No, of thar I ſcorn to be afraid je 

Tl! ſend ſuch chrongs to the Infernal Shade z | 

Betray, and Kill, and Damn to that degree, 

I'll crowd up Hell, till there's no Room for Me. } 
K ing. Here, to the Tower that guarded Pris'ner ſend s _. ; 

His farther Doom from my Commands attend, 
Muly H. 1 for my former ſtate | 

My Homage to your Royal Father paid, 

And Monarchs may deſtroy what- Monarchs made - 

For Subjects Glories are but borrow'd things, 

Rais'd by the favourable Smiles of Kings : 

And at their Authors Pleaſures ſhould retire, 

And when their Breath renounces 'em expire. ' | ) 

Should I the Sentence of my Soveraien blame, 

I (hould be guiltier than They ſay I am, _ 

Bat though your Frowns declare my Fetters juſt, - 

Look to what dang'rous Hand your Pow'r you truſt; -.. 

Monarchs do nothing ill, unleſs when they 


- By cheir own Acts of Grace their Lives betray : 


When Favours they coo gen'rouſly afford, 
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Their Boqnties in their Ruine are employ'd: 
Kings only by their Virtues are deſtroy'd, 
me. Your Counſels weakly do my Ears atrra& ; 
You ill teach Virtue which you cannot aq, 
Live then, till time this ſenſe of Horrour brings, 
What 'tis to raviſh Queens, and injure Kings. 
 Exeunt King and Muly Hamer ſewverally; Muly Hamet led 
| out by the Guaras, 
O. Moth, You ſee, the Fares do their Allegianc eknow, 
And to my pow'rful Breath their Conduct ow. 
'Tis pity Monarchs are ſo ſcarce 
Such gen'rous, eaſie, kind, good-natured things, 
That one feign'd Tear can rule the Faith. of Kings. 
Crim. So bravely, Madam, your Deſign ſucceeds, 
As if the Fates were Vaſlals to your Deeds. 
Thar Politician who to Empire climbs, 
With Virtues dreſs ſhould beautifie his Crimes, 
Our guilded Treaſon thus like Coral ſeems, 
Which appears black within its native Streams : 
But when diſclos'd, it ſees the open Air; 
It changes Colour, and looks Freſh and Fair, [Exeunt; 


_— 


Scene the ſecond. The Scene a Priſon. 


The Scene opens, 'Muly Hamet appears bound, 


Ml H. Diſrob'd of all at once 1 what turns more ſtrange 
Can Ages, if an hour can make ſuch Change > 


Enter to him Mariamne, with one Attendant, from whom 
ſhe takes a Sword, and Exit Attendant, 


Kind Martamne ! 
Mar, Yes, Faiſe Man, the ſame, 
Till your bold Luſt had forfeiced that Name, 
The Daughters eafie Breaft would ill confer 
A Kindneſs on her Mothers Raviſher, | 
Muly H. Can Mayiamne think me guilty coo ? 
More than my Chains have done your Frowns will do : 
Mariamye's Eyes out-vie her Brothers Pow'r, 
I nc're was miſerable untill chis hour, 


* ac < ha 


Mariampe; 
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Mar, Ungrateful 1 is your Soul ſo much defaced ? 
Have I ſo ill a too fond Heart miſplaced ? 

My Rival Mother does my Right remove : 

And 'in affront tro my rejected Love, 

Your Scorn to Me, you in her Shame make good, 

Forcing her Virtue to prophane my Blood. 

Bur, Perjur'd Man, though you deſerve fo ill, 

Yet you ſhall find me Maritamre ſtill, 

To my paſt Favours, I will add one mores 

Thus I your Freedom, and your Sword reſtore; 
[Unbinds han, and gives him the Sword, 

Live, and in ſafery go, and fly that Fate 

Which does th' Unhappy Muly Hamet wait, 

Muly H, My Sword and Liberty reſtor'd by You, 
To one Ungrateful, Falſe and Perjur'd too ! . 
Ah, Madam, if your Mercy can confer 
Such Bounty on a Condemn'd Ravyiſher ; 

What nobler Favours would your Smiles diſpence, 
If Mariamne knew my Innocence ? 

Mar. Sir, you miſtake my Fayours : I haye lent 
Your Freedom only as your Baniſhment : 

That being releas'd, you might Morocco fly, 
Remov'd at once both from my Heart and Eye: 


For ſhould he ſtay ----- 
Something like Pity in his cauſe would plead, 
Till my faint Anger were in Triumph led, _ aſides 


Some Rebel! Thought my ill-fenc'd Heart would win, 

And Treach'rouſly once more permit him in, 

Go, Raviſher, take your offer'd Liberty : 

And to ſome barb'rous unknown Deſart fly, 

Where Men have nowght buc Shape that's humane z there, 
Where Virtue looks more ill than Monſters here, 

Converſe with Wild and Luſtful Savages : 


_ Live, and inhabit any Sear ---- but This, [Paints to her Breaſt, . 


Muly H, Divine, but cruel Princeſs, ro whom Heay'n 
Has all its Titles bur its Knowledge giv'n, 
Elſe, like their Pow'rs, you could not want a Sence 
Of Muly Hamet's injur'd Innocence, 
Can Murders, Rapes, or any Barb'rous Deed, 
M adam, from your Adorers Thoughts proceed p 
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No, Hells Commiſhon does nor reach fo far, 

To touch his Heart which does your Image wear, 
Mar, Ah, were this true ! | 
Muly H. Witneſs the ſacred Pow'rs; . 

If ought of Truth be in a Heart that's yours, 

Then Cr:malhaz is falſe, Your Mother too, 

CIf ought that's ill can beallied to you) 

Has ſpoke what Muly Hamet durſt not think, 

Achmat his Death, and Crimalhaz his Wound, 

Not from My Sword, but from Their Dagger found. 

The Eunuchs Blood by their own Hand was fpilc; 

To work my Ruine, and conceal their Guilt, 

Mar. A gentle Calm my Anger does afſivage; 
Creeps coolly o're my Heart, and chils my Rage, 
Some ſtrange Divine Intelligence is ſtole 
Into my Breaſt, and whiſpers to my Soul, 

Unkind, Suſpicious, Crue!, and Unjuſt ; 

Thar Vircue Love had taught him, you may truſt, 
Maul ere I that Savage Raviſher I ſeem, 
I till might Father this imputed Crime ; 
This Priton, and Onr private Interview, 
Giving me pow'r t Attempt that force on You? 
How dare you then my Out-law'd Virtue truſt, 
And lend that freedom which would arm that Luft > 
But did you know how clear my Soul does ſhine, 
Unclouded, and ſtill pure enough, ctenſhrine 
Such a Divinity as yours, you'd free 
Your ſelf from Doubts, as you from Chains did Me, 
Your Mothers Eyes cannot your Right remove, 
To prove the power of Mariamne's Love: 
Madam, wy proffer'd Freedom I refuſe; 
Flying 1:r:cco, I your ſight (ſhould loſes 
And rat'1-r than be Baniſh'd from thoſe Eyes, 
f can all choughts of Liberty deſpiſe : 
For I in Fetters may your Grace implore; 
And make your Pity grant one Viſit more, 
If not your Love, yet your Compaſhon may 
Once more, at leaſt, guide your kind ſteps this way. 
-Gaining your ſight, I can my Chains out=brave, 
; "The Brother's Priſoner, bur the Siſter's ſlave, 
LL =” 


aſide. 
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Mer. Enough, brave Prince; My Jealouſie forgive; 
Virtue ne're dies, where ſo much Love does live, 
Heav'n cannot but, like Me, think it unjuſt, 
That fo much Virtue ſhould in Ferters ruſt, 
Bue ſince of Injur'd Innocence Heav'n dares 


| Be a Spectator, I'll corre& the Star's. 


I will redreſs thoſe Wrongs, 
Which their tame parience lets you ſuffer. Take 
Once more your Freedom for your Princeſs ſake, 
Fly theſe Infeted Walls, this Barb'rous Town, 
Where Virtue mourns under a Tyrants frown, 
Before, my Rage your Freedom did Command : 
Bur now accept ir from a gentler Hand, 
Kindneſs and Cruelty one doom decree: 
None ever Puniſh, and Reward like Me, 
Muly H, And muſt I from my Princeſs preſence fly > 
Mar, No, ſtay. | 
Mal H. Kind Stars 1 
Mar, Yes, in my Memory. 
Abſent you fhall in my Remembrance reign 
I'll ro your Image dedicate this (hrine, {Points to ber Breaft, 
Emer King, and Young Quees, [To the Door, 
Muly H, Madam, your Brother, when he hears my Sword, 
And Liberty is by your Hand reſtor'd, 
May grow Incens'd to ſuch a high degree, 
To make You ſhare thoſe Frowns which threatned Me, 
And are my thoughts ſo low, to make you run 
Thoſe Dangers which I by my flighe (hall ſhun 
Mar. Requeſt does with a Miſtreſs pow'r ill ſuite, 
Str, I Command that freedom you diſpute. 
And, if his ſtubborn Faith to a juſt choughe 
Of your wrong'd Innocence cannot be wrought : 
If his raſh Paſhon natures bonds ſhould quir, 
And make him both my Sex, and Birth forger g 
Remember that you wear a Sword; and You 
As you're my Servant, be my Champion too. 
Enter to them King, Young Queen, Queen Mather, Crimalhaz, 
Hametalhaz and Attendante, 
King. His Sword, and Freedom by her hand retrieved ! 


Surely my Eyes and Ears are both deceiv'd, 
" "1 


_—_ 
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How f Rebel, dare you with things Sacred ſport, 


Raviſh the Mother, and the Danghter Court ? [:2 Muly H. 
Have You your Birth no better underſtood, [to Mariamne, 


Than to be Traytor to your own high Blood ? 
Since Priſons no reſtraint o're Luſt can have, 
Why did I not confine him to a Grave > 
Mauly H. 'Tis not long fince your Bounty did delign 
Not only This, but th' Hand that gave it, mine. 
K ing. When I deſign'd Thar, I deſign'd She ſhou'd 
Be in a Palace, not a-Prifen, wood ; 
Not circled in a Chain, bur in a Crown : 
S:r, You miſtake a Dungeon for a Throne, 
Y, 2. Rememver, if: your Memory can prove 
So juſt, runravel your wn Scenes of Loye. 
Unleſs bleſt Lovers, whoſe defires are Crown'd, 
Mounting ſo high, forget their riſing ground. 
Theſe Priſon-walls have Echo'd to your Sighs, 
Conſcious as well of your Amours, as His. 
No Fetters can Love's lawleſs pow'r ſuppreſs : 
You too have been a Lover in his dreſs. 
Some Pity then ſhould to their Loves de ſhown; 
For their ſo. near reſemblance-of your own, 
&he can forgive his Faults, why cannot You > 
If Love can Pardon, why not Hongur too ? | 
Mar. Knew you his Innocence, you would approve 
Both his juft Liberty, and my juſt Love, 1 
But, Sr, you know, I'm Sifter co a King: 
And in that Name I dare do any thing , : 
Make where I pleaſe, my Heart an Offering, > 
Tortures, nor Chains, (hall not my Love rebate's 
I'll ſhare his Breaft, though I ſhould ſhare his Face, 
King. Siſter, your noble Pride has made me kind ; 
T'l! give him that Reward which You deſign'd. 
Your Courteous hand his Freedom did reſtore ; 
And Tl repeat what you pronounc'd before ; 
Be gone, and never ſee Morocco more. 
At the next Mornings light, if the Suns Eye 
Find' you within the City-Gates, you Dye. 
And the Tenth day you loſe your Head, if found 
Wichin-the Circuit of my Empires bound, 


Mah H, 
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Mulz H, Now I am loſt, and all my Hopes difperſt, 
This Monſters Villany has done its worſt, [0 Crimalhaz? 
Inhumane, to your Conſcious Soul recall----t 
Crim, The Tortures which it feels to ſee You fall, 
Muly H. No, Traytor. 
Crim, Traytor, Yes Sir, I ſhould be 
Traytor to Reaſon and Humanity, 
Should 1 not grieve for You. - _ 
Muly H, Oh cunning Ignorance. 
Theſe Traytors walk like Mad-men in a Trance : 
Seem not to underſtand the Crimes they Ac, 
Bur from;what Springs,do Yau your Tears extra@ | [ aſidegte, Q. M, 
2. M. From ſprings ſo deep ſhall fink Thee down-to Hell. 
I ſhed my Tears, as Rain in Egypt falls, 
Sent forno common cauſe, bur to foretell [aſide to him, 
Deſtrucions, Ruins, Plagues, and Funerals. 
I ne're draw Tears, but when thoſe Tears draw Blood. 
K axo. My: Juſtice in ſuſpence.too long has ftood. _ 
Q. M, How, Juſtice > no, your Cruelty... How can 
So harſh a Doom againſt ſo brave a Man, 
Be Juſtice > View that/Brow, that Charming Eye ; 
See there the Grace.and Meenof Majeſty, 
Can you to Exile then.thar Man enjoyn, 
Whoſe Soul muſt, like. his AſpeR, be Divine » 
O Son 1 [Weeps.] 
King. His Sentence is already paſt ; 
And now her Kindnels does his Ruine haſt. 
Be gone, and fly co ſome Infeted Air, _ 
Where Poyſons brood, where Men derive their Crimes, 
Their Luſts, their Rapes, and Murthers, from their Climes : 
And all the Venome which their Soils do wanc, . | 
May the Contagion of your Preſence grant. | 
MoalyH, IT muſt obey you, | and embrace my Doom 
Vith the; ſame patience Saints do Martyrdom. _ 
Oaly their Sufferings a Reward receive; 
They Dye to meet that Happineſs I leave : 
They Dye, that in their ma they Heaven may figd : 
Bur in my Princeſs, I leave Mine behind, ©  _ 


- And. my bard Exile does this Hojrour, bring,  ;_ | 


I loſe the Power to ſerve ſo good Kings | 
_ E 2 C . . 4 $g 
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So Good, that *would as great a Bliſs confer, 
To Dye for You, as 'tis ro Live for Her. 
Since in your Kingdoms Limits I'm deny'd 
A Seat, may your great Empire ſpread ſo wide, 
Till irs vaſt largeneſs does Reverſe my Doom ; 
And ſor my Baniſhment the World wants room. 
King, I'll hear no more, . But for this Audience know 
How much you to my gracious Favour owe, 
His Mercy's great, whoſe Patience is ſo ſtrong, 
To give a Traytor leave to Talk thus long. | 
| Bxeunt King and young Queen, 
Mar, Farewel for ever. When you're gone, and all 
M ariamne ever Loy'd, or ever ſhall.------ 1 
She ſees no more ; Yer by deſpair made juſt, 
' Ler not our Hearts take leave though our Eyes muſt, 
Thouzh you through wild and ſavage Deſarts go, 
No place fo barren, but where Love may grow, 
Meal H. When to your Ears fome gentle breath ſhall bring 
The laſt remains of a loſt wretched thing, 
That lived as long as he could gaze on You , 
And ſhined, till that inſpiring Lighe withdrew. 
If Fame vouchſafe words on a wretch ſo poor g 
When you ſhall hear I was, butam no more; * 
In my loſt Seat let my Remembrance ſtay : - 
Give my Name Life, though Grief take Mine away. 
[ Exeunt Muly Hamer «nd Mariamne ſeveral, 
Crim. Fate and our Wiſhes meer, | | 
2. M, His Exile is-not all: 
Our Ireaſons are not ſafe: but in his Fall, 
Ke Lives, though he be Baniſh'd; and the Great 
Are never fully -Dark'ned, till they Set : 
This Cloud may paſs, and He ſhine out once more g 
Buc from your hand this favour IT implore : 
Purſue him out of Town, and in diſguiſe ſto Hametal, 
With ſome diſfembling Tale his Ears ſurpriſe , 
Till your Confederate Party has gain'd cime 
To place an Ambuſcade, and Murder him. 
* nanbgry Conclude it done. 
. M. And your next ſtep t'a Throne { to Crimalhaz:; 
Muſt be, dear S;r, the Murther of my Son, 


Crim, 
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Crim, His Palace-----» 
And the kind City's love's ſo ſtrong a Guard, 
Th Attempt within theſe Walls appears too hard, | 
Q. M. But what that bars, this eaſier way ſecures - 
His Army, and his Treaſures _—_ are yours, | 
To Morrow on the Plain, before the Wall, 
His Forces you t' a General-Mufter Call, 
Then their Commander, You ſhall in their Head 
His Army to the Mountain Atlas lead : 
And to ſecure your Flight, to night by Stealth- 
Ranſack his Freaſury, ſeize all his Wealth, 
At firſt Alarm, this will his Courage damp : 
But by ſuch Arts, I his Reſolves will (way; 
I'll work him from the Town up to the Camp, 
And ſafe into your Hands his Life betray. 
But when Your Throne I on His Grave have builc, 
Remember Love was Author of my Guile. 
Crim, This work, which we ſo roughly do begin, 


_ Zeal and Religion may perhaps call Sin. 


No; the more Barb'rous garb our Deeds aſſume, 

We nearer co our Firſt perfetion come, 

Since Nature firſt made Man Wild, Savage, Strong, 
And his Blood hor, then when the World was Young : 
If Infant-rimes ſuch Riſing-Valours bore, 

Why ſhould not Riper Ages now do more 2 

But whilſt our Souls wax Tame, and Spiries Cold, 


We only ſhow th'unative World grows ON, . - 


[ Exeunt Crimalhaz, and Queen Maher, 
Hamet, Muly Hamet Bleeds the next, | 
To him, who Climbs by Blood, no track ſeems Hard : 
The Scene of Crimes is loſt in the Reward : 
Aſpirers neither Guile nor Danger Dread: - 
No path ſo rough Ambition dares noc Tread,  [Exs: 
Fins Aus Tertn, 


> 
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 A& the Fourth, Scene the Firſt. 


Exter King, Attended. 


Kirz.Þ 2" | C7:malhaz up to the Mountains fled, 
| And with him the Morocco Forces led > 
Oh Rebel ! 

1. Lord, Sir, he only does purſue 
That Treaſon which you lent him Pow'r to do : 

He was your Treaſurer, and has made bold 

To be too ſtrict 2 Guardian of your Gold, 

All your Crown Jewels, and your heaps of Wealth, 
He in the Night convey'd away by Stealth, 

And now---- | 
Encamped on Atlas Skirts, he by your Gold 

Has rais'd new Farces, and confirm'd the old. 
With that he Bribes your Army to his-Cauſe ; 

And after him new Trains of Rebels draws, 

King. Oh Prophane Gold, which from InfeRious Earth, 
From Sulph'rous and Cantagious Mines take Birth, 
It grew from Poyſons, and has left behind 
Its native Venome to Infect Mankind, 

Rapes, Murders, Treaſons, what has Gold not done > 
If it has ever any Glory won, 

Given to Reward a Viztue,. or decreed 

T' a'Pions uſe or Charitable Deed; 

That ſacred Pow'rs but-borrowed, which it bears, 
Lent from their Royal Images it wears, 


Enter Queen. Mather, 
2. Lord. 1 amafraid his Thoughts fly High; his Dreams _. 


Have little leſs than Empires for.cheir Theams. 

K ang. On what Ill ſubje&ts I my Favours caft > 
Him high in Pow'r, and Honours I have plac'd. 
| Kings Bounties a& like the Suns Courteous ſmiles, 
Whoſe rays produce kind Flowers on fruitful Soyles : 
But caſt on barren Sands, and baſer Earth, 
Oaly breed Poyſons, and give Monſters Birth, 


2, Lord, 


CRIES E.\ ANAND ETEY thay", 


CO LT nd WES STS if. 


ME nn 3 Oe A ere 3 ad A CLR: 
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2. Lard, Let not too far your Fears your Peace moleſt : 
Perhaps you've miſ-interpreted his Breaſt. 
You know that Crimalhaz his high Comtaand 
Was formerly in Muly Hamets hand, 
He who forced Favours boch from Fate and Fame; 
Made War a Sport, and Conqueſt but a Game, 
And therefore he, perhaps, ro At ſome Deed 
Which Muly Hamets glory may exceed, 
Has for his Miſtreſs, from the common Rout 
Of the Worlds Beaucies,ſfingled Honour out, = 
And that which makes him his Defigns diſguiſe, 
He'll make his flight of Honour a furpriſe, 
King, No, he's a Traytor, and he'll uſe my Pow'r, 
Not to Promote, but ro Ularp my Crown. 
Pow'r ſwoln too high deſtroys, nor guards; as ſhow'rs, 
Luxurious grown, what they ſhoild Cheriſh, drown, 
Our Swords in Loyal hands may act great Things: 
Be both the Glory and Defence of Kings: | 
But when miſplaced, thofe Arms our Ruins be : 
As Mountains Bulwarks are at Land, bur Rocks at Sea, 
2. M. Can you Rebellion fear, or any thing | 
Who are my Son, and great Morecro's Kipg ? 
If he be Falſe, you can't reſiſt your Fate : 
If True, his aim will be to guard your Seate. 
Bur grant he would ſome Trayrrous a& perform, 
Accept my Counſel to divert the Storm, 
Up to the Mountains ſtrait, and-viſie Him. 
Your Awful ſight may check an ungrown Crime ; 
Our-face his Treafon e're his Riſe begin : 
Men Baſhful are i'th' non-age of a Sin, 
K ting. Madam, your dauntle(s ſpirit would breach Fire 
To breaſts as cold as Age. I muſt admire 
Your Courage : but your Innocence miftakes, 
Your Goodneſs in my Canfe weak Judgment makes. 
Your _ _ Reach _ flg S _ Treaſon takes. 
. 4. You've hit my Thoughts : Alas, 4 am ro0-good, 
rears a Thing I never underſtood, 08 
But yer I underſtand what's High and Brave. 
He dares not, S:r, abuſe that pow'r You gave. 
For he who fay'd my Honour, will guard yours: | 
That very Ar gument your Liſe ſecures, Then 


= = 0 
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| And viſit him , but wear no Jealous brow ; 
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Then truſt to Fortune, and my Counſel, 'F 


It makes Men Falſe 'to be ſuſpeted fo, 
T'!! be your Leader. 

King, When She leads the Way, . p 
Though ic were Death to go, 'twere worſe to Stay, | { 
Madam, 1''l go, For Tiaffaletta's Arms a 
In few days March will reach Morocco's Walls, 

If Crimalhaz prove Falſe, at his Alarms 
Mauty Labas by a Foreign Conqu'rour falls, 
Staying, I camely Periſh; it I go, 
I face my Ruine, and I charge my Foe, 
It will more like an a& of Courage look; 
To be by Ruine met, than over-took. 
Bur ae my fight perhaps he in my brow 
May ſomething read,which his High thoughts may bow. 
Kings that want Arms, do not wane Majeſty, 
Heav'n is ſtill Heav'n, though't lays irs Thunder by. 
| Exit King, nith Attendants, 
£. M. Go eafie Fool, and Dye; and when you Bleed, 
Remember I was Author of the Deed. | 
T' enlarge Fates black Records, ſearch but My Soul; 
There, ye Infernal Furies, read a ſcrow! 
Of Deeds, which you want Courage to Invent 
Of which Hells Legends wane a Preſident, - 


Scene the Srconbnicm 


The Scene opex'd, is preſented a Proſpe# of a Clouded Shy, with 4 
Rain-hbow. After a Shower of Hail, Enter from within the 
Scenes Muly Hamet and Abdelcador. 


Abaelc, Such Storms as Theſe, this Climate never knew , 
A Show'r of Hail'skn Obje& ftrange and new : 
I fear it does Portend ſome Dire Event, 
That waits upon your Fatal Baniſhmenr, ee 
Muly H. My Country, Princeſs, and my King forſook : 
Storms to my Miſeries like Attendants look. 
Theſe Tempeſts, S:r, are to my Sufferings due : | 
Whea my King frowns, 'tis juſt taat Heav'n frown too. _ 
k, | . | | ut 


hg: 
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But why does my dear Confident incend Dore" 
In my Misforcunes thus to run my Race ? 
Muſt I in my fad Ruine plunge my Friend > 
As Drowning Men ſink thoſe whom they Embrace; 

|. 464, Do not my Friendſhips right forbid. With You-. 

[ I've been a Conqu'rour, why-not. Exile too ? 

; Shall my Eſteem grow faine, or my Zeal leſs, 

Becauſe I view you in a meaner dreſs > 

Your outward Pomp laid by, and Honours raz'd, 

The Saint's not leſs, although che Shrine's defac'd; - 


* Enter Mariamne, with a ſmall Attendance. 


Muly H, Mariamne ! 

Mar, Yes. And the who led by Love, 

Leaves Palaces, and does to Deſarts Rove. 
Wing'd by that zeal united Souls do bear, 

Thoſe Stars that Smile on Lovers, brought me here. 
I for Your ſake thy wandring: ſteps engage: 
Devotion is the riſe of Pilgrimage. I 

Muly H. Can Love in Hearts ſuch deep impreſfions make, 
Thac you can for your Wretched Vaſfals ſake 
Leave Courts, Pomp, Greatneſs, and all ſplendid chings > 

Mar. Sir, 'tis the ſame with Lovers, as with Kings, 
Thus, if a King ſhould wich his Train reſort 
To a poor Cell, he makes that Cell a Court. 

Oh, Sr, the moſt Illuftrious. Queen on Earth, 

Would quit the Pageantry of Crownsand Birth ; 
- And-in exchange M ariamnes Exile chooſe, 

Could (he but Love as M eriamne does, 

Muly H. Oh my kind Princeſs ; King and Court farewell : 
Where painted Honours, and feigned Glories dwell: 
Lovers when happy made, have Souls that ſcorn | 
Thoſe guilded Wreaths which ſwelling Brows Adorn, 

Mar. Mariamne has this glory on her fide, 

Thar kindneſs you call Love, I call my Pride. 
For of my Conſtancy ------— 

Any leſs tryal I diſdain to make, 

Then ſhew I ſcorn an Lge for your ſake- 
And whoſoe're does my rath flight condemn, 
The meaneſs of cheir Cenfures I ——— 


None 
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None of my Actions can fit Judges be, 

But they who've Soul enongh to Love like Me. 

Lovers alone Loves cauſes can decide, 

As Nobles only by their Peers are Try'd. 

Exter to they Hamernlbaz difews'd in the Habit of a Prieft, 

with Fiilains in the ſame Dreſs. | 

Ham. Sir, our-great Prophee has pronounc't your Fate, 
Your Love is doomd to be Unfortunate. = 

Muly H. No, Szr, 'tis Falſe; thou doſt belye his Name ; 
Our Prophet is: 2. Lover as I am, | | 

Ham. Your Miſtreſs roo muſt your misfortune find, 

Msly H. To her our Propher cannot be unkind, 

She is a Princeſs. 

Ham. No Titles his Erernal will confute, 

Muly H. She is a Woman, and he ſcoras to do'r, 
Did not thy Garb proteR thee-------- Mahomet 
To wrong her Sex his greatneſs would forges, 

Ham. No Sex is from ill deſtiny debar'd. 

Muly H, She is a Beauty, and that Name's her guard. 
Good Fares, as due, ſhould be co Bezuty given : Is 
Beauty which decks our Elirth, and props his Heav'n] 
When Heav'n to'Beauty is propitious, 

It pays thoſe Favours it but lends'ro Us.” 
4:, Oh, do ner, Str, their Oracles decry, 
With patience hear the Language of -che Sky. 
Heav'n when on Earth; Jome chatge it does fore-ſhaew; 
Does Write Above, what we muſt Read Below,  ' © 
This Morning, as our Eyes we upward caſt, 
The Deſart Regions of the Air lay Waſt. 
But ſtraic, as if it had ſome Penance bore, 
A Mourning Garb'of thick black Clouds ir wore. : 
Bur on the ſuddeti------ * Le ;* 
Some Airy Demon changd/its form, and now 
That which look't black Above, look'd white Below, 
The Clouds diſhevel'd from their cruſted Locks, 
Something like Gems coyn'd-out of Chryſtal Rocks. 
The Ground was with this ftraige brighe lhe fpread, 
As if Heav'n in affront eo Nature had : 
Deſign'd ſome new-ſound Fillage of irs own 
And on the Earth theſe-unknown Seeds had Sown, _ 


The Rieprof of Morobcy: 3s 
Of theſe I reachr a Grain, which to my ſence 2s 
Appear'd as cool as Virgin-Innocence: | 
And like that too ( which chiefly Tadmird) 
Its raviſhe Whiteneſs with a Touch expir'd : 
At the approach of Heat, this candid Rain . | 
Diſſoly'd eo ics firſt Element again, 
Muly H. Though Show'rs of Hail Morocco nieyer er re; To 
Dull Prieſt, what does all this Portend ro me > 
Ham. It does Portend -------  __ MAvh. What? 
Ham. That the Fates----- deſigne ------ 
Muly, Fo tire me with Impertinence like thine: 


Here a Company of Villains in Ambuſh, from behind the Scenes; i ir: | 
charge their Guns at Muly Hamet, at which Muly Hamet ftarting 
and turning, Hametalhaz from under his Prieſis Habit draws 8 
Sword, and paſſes 6: Muly Hamer, which poſs is intercepted by. 
Abdelcador. They engage in @ very fierce Fight with the V ilains,. 
who alſo draw and aſſiſt Hametalhaz', and go 6 off ſeveral ways 
Fighting; after the diſcharge of other Cons eard from withing 

and the Claſhing of Swords, Enter agath Muly Hamer, drag. 
' #12 ſome of the former Villains, which he Kils. 


Muly H. Dye Slaves, and may this Deſart raiſe « brood 
Of unknown Monfters from your Venom'd Blood. 
My Princeſs gone, Fortune and Juſtice are 
Sure not ſo Blind bur chey of her took Care; 


Exter Abdelcador.”. 


Abd; Your Princeſs, $;r, is from. your. Arms, divorc w 
In her own Chariot to Morocco ford, 

ws H. _ jk ry back, OO - 

Abd, Hold 1 With their fair prize, verookſaquick 
Thar She is now beyond wr reachand . afighcy 
And the chief Leader of hoe Villains was - 
The Old Queens Confident, Hemetalhaz. 
And all the Story which the- Slave did frame; 
Was only to gain time to take his aim, |... 
They choke that Garb, as what mighe beſt. prevail, 
= ezin y your Patience, " their yo conceal : 

ut miſfing of your » your brave Eſca 
Mak his intended Murder F a Rape, = | 
3. 
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"Muly H. Hell and Donations rhcte curſt Traytors ſeize. 
But why againſt ſuch Barb'rous Sayages 28 
Do I in vain theſe uſeleſs. Curſes. name ; T, 
They are ſuch Brutes that they wane Souls tro Damn > 
No 'gainſt my ſelf I ſhould my Curſes bend, 
Coward o ill my Princeſs to defend. ._ 
Aba. Oh, Sir, do not prophane. your Conqu'ring Sword, 
Their Numbers were to0 great to be o're-powr'd. . - 
Muly H, How, Numbers } Abdelcader, you miſtake ; 
No, S:r, whete Love'and Beauty is at ſtake, 
True Lovers of their Swords ſhould make ſuch Ule, 
As angry Heay'n of ctrearning Earch-quakes does , 
To ſhake whole Kingdoms, make proud Cities fall, 
Not to o're-throw one ſingle Criminal. . ES 
Had they been Thouſands more, and each Man there, 
More Fierce than Luſt, more Valiant than Deſpair, 
I ſhould have Fought cill I: my Princeſs freed, 
Though I had waded trough che Blood I ſhed. 
Aba. Sir, the laſt words ſhe ſpake thatreache my Ear, 
Were, that ſhe did your Paſſhons Raſhneſs fear : 
And' therefore, from me, bid you underſtand, 


"Tis your kind Mariamnes laſt Command, 
You ne're ſhould ſee-Meroccs: tnore,; teft there 
You ſhould endanger what; ſhe prized too dear. 
Muly H. And am I baniſht by my Princeſs too p. 
Fares. ye bave done all ch' l your. Powers could do ;. 
Great Minds the Pride of Prodigals have Learn'd, 
Ar loſs of Pow'r or Crowns are unconcern'd, ... 
But when-they're Mifers, tis in Love alone, * 
Then their Hearts rend to ſee their Treaſure gone.” 
Condemn'd never to ſee” Morocco more 1 - 
Thus am I-dgom'd ro-quit all'F adore : 
As prophane Sinners are*fFom-Alcars driven, 
Banifh'd the Temple <0'be baniſh'd Heaven, 
Horrour and Tortures now my Jaylors be, 
Who Paints Damnation needs but Copy me; 
For if Mankind the pains of Helt e're kney, | 
'Tis when they loſe' 4 Miſtreſs as I do. [Excunt.. 


Scene/ 


I 
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Scene the Third, the Scene a Tent. 
Enter Queen Mother and Young Queen. 


ueen M, No more, dear Madam, Crimalhaz diſtruſt, 
The Emperour has found him kind and juſt, 
His Entertainments, and his Oaths have prov'd, 
.. He has not from the paths of Honour mov'd. 

And to appear Extravagantly great, 
He makes a ſplendid -Mask his this nights Trear. 

Y. Queen, I've been an Actor in ſuch Comick Sport, 
When in my Father T affaletta's Court : 
He took delight i'th' repreſented Spoyls - 
Of Cyrw, Ceſar, and Anxeas Toyls. 

Queen M, Has Marriage and a Crown ſo chang'd your Will, 
You could not a& your Youthful Paſtimes ſtill ? 
Could you your Greatneſs for one Night perfwade: 
To lay by Majeſty for Maſquerade ? 

Y. Queer. I never yet did any thing (o ill 
I ought to leave, or good that is nor till :- 
I: ſeem Inconſtant if you think me Proud ; 
Inconſtancy. the guilr.of th' untaught Crowd, 

Madam, I dare do any thing to ſhow 

T* a Throne I change of Place, not Paſſions owe, 

Q. Mother, I can't ſuſpe&t a goodneſs {o Divine... 
Well, Madam, ſince you fancy the-Deſigne; 
For your Diverſion, and your Kings, Il ask 
This Boon, chat you'd in Perſon grace the Mask, 
What Character and Part you ſhall preſent, | 
We will conſult of. farther in my Tear, [ Excunt, 


Enter King and Hametalhaz: _ [ Scene continues, . 
King, Murder'd this Night, and fleeping did you fay > 
Ham:t, Yes, if for your eſcape Heaven finds no way, 
King, My Entertainments ſince my being here, . 
All ſhews of Loyalty and Friendſhip bear. 
Bur: does he in that Gatb his guile Diſguiſe 
| To take my Life by ſuch a baſe Surprize > - 
Hamet, Goodneſs may in Mens very Looks be Trackt.; 
Bur Traytors rarely look like what they AR: 
EY F 3 Nor 
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Nor is this Treaſon Cr;malhaz firſt Crime : 


Your Fathers Blood was Sacrific'd by Him, 
King. By Crimalhaz my Royal Father Kill'd 


Hamet. That Poyſon which your Father drank, He fill 'd. 


King. Poyſon'd 1 How was this Murder hid till now > 


And by what Arts was it diſclos'd by You > 
Enter Queen Mather, 


£2. M. Thar were too long to tell: th' unhappy Son | 


This Night too muſt the Fathers Fortune run. 
| Kip. Is there no Policy nor Art, that may. 
Prevent his Treaſon þ 
Q.M. Yes, I've found the Way. 
Accept my Counſel, to preſerve my Son, | 
I'll faye your Life, your Empreſs, and your Throne, 
King, But how ? 
2M. To you this Night he does a Mask preſent, 
A ſmiling Prologue to his black intenr, 
And the Intrigue of this Dramatique ſport, 
Is Orpheus his deſcent to Pluto's Courc, 
To fetch Euridice from th' infernal Shade, 
On this Foundation T've this Structure laid. 
I have in your Name given out ---—- 
To ſhun * trouble of the formal State; 
Which does upon your Royal Perſon wait; 
That this Nights Pleaſure may be freer made; 
Your Self and Train will be in Maſquerade. 
Your Death being not delign'd-before you ſleep, 
Till then you thus will uadiſcover'd keep. __ 
And that your flight may be mote ſafe and free, 
Your ſelf and your fair Queen ſhall Maſquers be : 
You ſhall a& Orpheus, ſhe Earidice. A 
W hen by the Masks deſign,by Hells Command, 
Euridice is given to Orphems Hand, - | 
You the laſt Enery ſhall his Shape aſſume, 
And in dumb ſhow enter in Orphexs room, 
Her then you ſhall lead our, and.in that Shape 
Paſs through the Guards, and/to the Town Eſcape. 
Ham, The Watches Orders are nor ſtri&, you-:may 
Without diſturbance ac all hours find way, +2 
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2. M. And that he may not miſs you till you're gone 
Beyond his Reach, I, when the Mask is done, 
Will keep the Revels up, till you're ſecur'd | 
From his ſharp Malice, and his ſharper Sword, 
King. Bravely contriv'd. 
Q. M. The Maskers, who already are defign'd 
To act thoſe Parts, are Mine : and chem I'll bind 
To filence : That this ſafely may be wrought, 
She ſhall ro Mine, You to His Tent be broughr, | 
They muſt be kept aſunder for our work. [ Apae.] 
amet, How-many Devils in one Woman lurk! | Aſide.} 
King, Madam, in vain your Pity bids me Fly, 
I am in Duty bound to ſtay and Dye; 
Knowing how ill your Kindneſs he'll requite, 
If he ſhould find you Author of my Flight. p 
9, M. Leave that to Providence: bur grant he ſhou'd ----- 
He would nor ſure attempt a Womans Blood, 
| Ar leaſt when he conſiders how 'twas done, 
A Mothers Piety to fave a Son, 
Hamet..T'll lead you where you may all eyes eſcape, 
And privately put on this borrow'd ſhape, 
. M;. But in diſguiſe ſee not one word you fay, 
Leaſt ipeaking you the Emp'rours Voice betray. 
Enter Young Queen, 
Your Empreſs here > I muſt inſtru her too? 
King, I by our Loves conjure you to purſue, 
What her kind Counſel order to be done ; [to the I, Queen: 
| To fave your Self,a Husband, and a Crown, [Exit K.& Hameral. 
 T.&. WhatTask is that fo ſtrifly he enjoyns > 
| £. M. This Night the Traytoc Crimalhaz deſigns 
To Raviſh You;, and when that Fa& is done, 
To Kill your Husband, and poſſeſs his Throne, 
Y. 2. Oh my Amazemenc 1 TE. 
Q. M. Being inform'd what Part 
' You ac, by his accurſed Luſt enraged; 
He with che Masker. ſubt'ly has\engaged, 
His ſhape in the laſt Entry to aflume, 
And ſeize you in the ſuppos'd Orphew room; 
Then will he rudely ſnatch you from the place, 
And baſely force You to his foul Embrace, 
5] And 


S 
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And at that inſtant, Your dear Lord ſhall Bleed, 

By Murderers appointed for the Deed. 

Whilſt wich the noiſe of Drums, and Trumpets ſound, 
Your Our-cries, and his Dying Groans are drown'd. 

F. 2 lnnumane Monfter 1 ſuch a bloody Fact 
No Morcz! ſure can Think, much leſs dares AR. 

Q. AM. Tis but too true: Bur fince----- 

No other force this Treaſon can withſtand ; 

It is your Husband, and your Kings Command, 
When the bold Raviſher teizes You, to take C 
_ This brave reſolve for. your fair Vercues fakes 
Whete bolt your Honour, and his Life's ar ſtake. 

In your Defence to at. your own Champions part, 
With your drawn Dagger ftab him tothe Hearr. 

.Y. Q. Could Fate ----- | 
This Office on no hand bur mine confer > 
A Queen, a Traytors Executioner. . 
| . M. You have no leifure co diſpute the deed : 

You muft reſolve wich Courage and with ſpeed. 

Y. 2.111 do'r. And though it misbecomes my Hand; 
Yer at my Vertues, and my Kings command : | 
Through all my Veins I feel a Manly Hear, 

And this Heroick a& looks Brave and Great. 
Methinks I hear loud Fame already ſing, 
She nobly ſav'd her Honour, and her King. 

0. M. Fame in this Deed our Sex will higher prize, 
Proving our Arms Victorious as our Eyes, 

TY. ©. Yes Raviſher, meet'your intended Prey; 
Meec her, bur mees your Death too in the way. 

To ſtrike my Dagger home ---- 

Love and Obedience ſhall char ſtrength ſupply, 

Which Nature does ta female Arm deny. [Ezit, 
©. M. Let thoſe, whom Pious Conſcience awes, forbear, 

And ſtop at Crimes becauſe they Vengeance fear, 

My deeds above their reach and pow'r aſpire : 

My Boſom holds more Rage, than all Hell Fixe, [Exi. 


The 


3 ORR 
bh, 


The Empreſs of Morocco: 
The MASK. 


»* c 


41 


The Scene open'd; is preſented a Hell, in which 

Pluto, Proſerpine, and other Women-Spirits appear- 
ed ſeated, Attended by Furies ; the Stage being 
fill'd on each fide with Crimalbaz, Hametalbaxz, 
Q. Mother, and all the Court in Maſquerade : 


After ſoft Muſick Enter Orphens, 


Orpheus Sings. 
The Groans of Ghoſts, and Sighs of Souls, 
Infernal Echoes, and the Howls 
Of Tertured Spirits ceaſe : 
A gentle Guſt 
Has all things Huſht ; ; 
And Hell in ſpite of Vengeance 1s at peace : 
Whilſt Raviſht by my warbling Strings, 
The Vultures moult their Wings ; 
The Faries from their Heads will foake 
| Each uſeleſs Snake; 
The Scorpions looſe their Stings, 
HAnd Hell it ſelf forget their Tyrant Kings. 


Pluto Sings. 


Whence Mortal does thy Conrage grow, 
To dare to take a Walk, ſo Low? 


Orpheus Sings. 
To Teh thee God, thou art a Raviſper. 
; No Tears nor Prayer | 


Torr wnreſiſted Will Controls, 
Who Commit force ou Vertue, Kapes on Souls. 


Pluto Sings 


Dares « Weak, Animal of Mortal Race, 
Afront a God t' bis Face; © 
And of a Crime Impeach a Deity? © 
Thy Breath has Damn'd Thee, thou fhalt Dye, 
For your God and Honours ſakes, 

Unlooſe your twiſted creſts of Snakes : 

Into his Breaſt thoſe ſwift Tormentors fling, 
nd by w—_— Entrals Sting. 


Proſerpine 
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Proſerpine Sings. 
Oh, Sir, his Fatal Doom: recall, 
7 D{yſpel your Furiom Anger ; 

Let not ſuch noble worth-your Viftins fa! : 

Be kind both to 4 Lover and 4 Stranger. 
Attendant Sings.. 

Oh Pardon, Pardon what his height of Love diſcovers;. 


Rare 15 a Vemial Sin in Lovers. 
Proferpine Sings, 
Then gentle Stranger tell ; 


Whut Fortune has befell, 
Thas brings a Lever down to Hell ? 


Orpheus Szngs. 

i haws a Mifireſs in your Sphere, 

Forc'd from my Arms 

By Deaths Alarms : 
H1y Martyred Saint brings me a Pilgrim-chere, 

Aty Fair Euridice, wy Fair Euridice. 

Proſerpine Szmgs. 
Unhappy Wanderer, which xs ſhe ? Oh which is ſhe? 
Orpheus Sings. 
If_ a gentle Ghoſt. you hear, 

Complaining to the Winds, and. fighing ro the Air; . 

Breathing an wnregarded Prayer : 
I/ She. in faint aua murmuring Whiſpers Cry, 

Orpheus, Orpheus, O4 7 Dye, 

Snatch'd from Heaven and thee, 

> Oh that « She. 
Oh take me down to Her, or ſend Her back to me. 
Pluro Sings. 

Shall Lovers Tale Prayers diſturb my Ear ? 

Adortal we've ſerious buſineſs here. 

. Tour tireſome Story pleads in vams; 
| Be £ ORE: . ; 
Proſerpine Sings. 

But with Thee Thy fair Treaſure take, 

Releaft by Love from that Eternal Chain, 
Which deflind Kings and Conqueronrs cannot break, 


Pluto S1ngS. | 
Fo, fond Alan, no, who comes within my Power, 
. From Death and Hell returns no more. 


wt 


Proſerpine.. 
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Proſerpine Sings, 
If Hells firift Laws have never alter'd bin, 
Let us be kind and now begin, 
Revoke her angry Doom, 
That when on Earth they come 
To th* wondring World he in ſoft Aires may tell, 
| Mercy as well as Fuſtice Rules in Hell, 
Pluto Sings. 
Your Love does with Succeſs implore : 
Conadutt Her in, but in ſuch State, 
As fits the Court of Fate x 
And to his Hand the faireſt Gueſt reſtore, 
That ever Landed on the Stygian Shore, 
Exit Proſerpine, 


And Re-enters with the Y. Queen Dreſt for Euridice. 


Orpheus. 
For this ſignal Grace tothe World I'll declare, 
In Heaven Earth and Hell Loves Pow'r u the ſame. 
Wo Law there nor here, no God ſo ſevere, 
But Love can Repeal, and Beanty can Tame. 


Chorus. 


For this ſignal Grace to the World Dll declare, 
In Heaven, GC. 


Here a Dance « perform'd, by ſeveral Tyfernal Spirits, who aſcend 
from under the Stage ; the Dance ended, the King Offers to 
ſnatch the Young Queen from the Company, who inſtantly draws 
her Dagger and Stabs him. 


Y. Queen, Take that Raviſher, [Stabs Hims 
Q, Mother, Hold, 
K «ng, By my Morena's hahd 1. [ undiſguiſing himſelf. 


Y. 2, Muly Labas1 { Faints away, and falls into the hands of 
ſome Women, who run in to her Aſſiſtance.) 
[ Here all the Maſquers undiſguiſe, and run into 
the Kings Aſfsſtance. | 
Q. Mother, My Son Kill'd by Her hand ! 
Crim. Call. my Phyſitians; bid my Guards appear, 
The Emperour Stab'd, che Queen his Murderer 1 DE 
G 2 K ings 
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King. Have I for this a too fair Saint admir'd > 
And with a more than common Love inſpir'd; 
Rais'd my bold Thoughts ſo high t'engroſs yourCharms; 
And bounded my Ambition in your Arms. 
And muſt I dye as depos'd Angels fell ; 
"Cauſe they aſpir'd, and lov'd their Heav'n toq well 2 
My Death Morena a lefs pain will be, 
Than *'tis to think I owe my Death to Thee, 
Have I leſs kindneſs from your Hands than Eyes, 
For they have given me gentler Wounds than theſe > 
Your Hand, *tis true, has your Adorer Kill'd , 
*T has reacht his Heart, but not the Love it held, 
Your Image cannot from my Soul retire ; 
My Love's Immortal, though my Life expire? [Dyes. 
{ Here the Young Queen being revived before the laſt words 
of the K ing, turns and K xeels to him, ] 
" TY. 0. Oh my dear Lord Stay gentle Soul 1 Oh ſtay 1 
Rude Death ſtand off : His Life's too great a Prey 1 - 
But Oh he's gone, ------- 
His Raviſh*t Soul is mounting to the Skies : 
But I'll ſend mine ro'retake it as it flyes. 
[Offers to Stab her ſelf, but -detain'd by Crimalhaz g 
and the D agger ſnatcht from her, 
Y. 2. Why does your Cruelty my hand debar, 
From being a Traytors Executioner > . 
Good, Gentle, Kind, give me the Dapger back ; 
For Mine----for His---for Heavy n---and Juſtice ſake. 
Cannot my Tears and Prayers your Heart o'recome ? 
If my Requeſts appear too burdenſome, 
Grant bur this one ---- that pointed Steel reſtore, 
And I'il not Live to ask you any more, 2 
. M. Oh cruel Queen, What has your Fury done >. 
Thar made You loſe a Husband, me'a Son ; 
This Realm a King, the World a Virtue, grown 
Too fit for Heav'n, but not to go ſo ſoon, | 
Y. 2. Mother, it does a much leſs wonder ſeem, 
That I've Kill'd him, than that you blame che Crime, 
Was it not You that arm'd me to this Guilr, 
Told me I (ſhould a Raviſhers Blood have ſpit ? 
No, 'ewas by your defign my Husband fell; ' 
41 in this Maſque have over-ated Hell, 2.M, 
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Q.M. Alas! ſhe Raves, See how her Rage begins, 
Bur Madneſs always uſhers in great Sins. 
This is no News to that which ſhe has done ; 
She was Diſtraced.e're the Maſque begun, 
Alone I ſaw her in a poſture ſer, | 
As if ſhe thought of ſomething High--- and Great--- 
Strait with z more than common Rage Inflam'd, | 
She mov'd--ſtar'd--walk'd--ſtorm'd--rag'd--curſt--rav'd and damn'd, 
With a diſtorted look ſhe tore her Hair ---- 
Unſheath'd her Dagger--- and gave Wounds to th' Air--- 
Her Face diſcolour'd grew to a deep Red, 
As if her Looks preſag'd that Blood ſhe (ſhed, 
Then with an Infant Rage, more ſoft and mild, | 
She plaid with Madneſs, Leap'd, Sung, Danc'd, and Smil'. -. 
Why did not Heay'n this Myſtery unfold >--- 
Her Framiick Rage, his Dearh too plain- forerold, 
Had I foreknown you did this Blow deſign, 2 
To ſtrike His Heart, you ſhould have pierc'd through Mane. -. 
Y.2. Think you there is a God, -or have a Soul, 
That on my ſcore dare ſuch falſe Crimes enroul > - 
Is'c not enough that my dear Lord I Slew, 
But muſt be Actor and Deſigner too ? 
No, Batb'rous Step-Mother, 'twas you alone 
Guided chat: Hand, that Kill'd your King and Sons 
Q, M. Obſerve how Idly her wild Fancies walk, . . 
But ſhe who a&s ſo ill, as ill may Talk, 
Who'd thing a Thing fo Young, ſo Soft and Fair, 
Could be fo kind a Husbands Murderer > 
Bur ſee when Heaven commands its Gifts away, - 
The Wits and Sences loſt, the Soul may ſtray. 
Y. 2. Oh perjur'd Woman, how can you invent 
This feign'd diſguiſe to appear Innocent - 
Q. M. Tis pity Fate ſuch Beauty ſhould miſplace, - 
So ſtain'd a }Heart, and yer fo Fair a Face. 
T2. Impoſtor, ſpeak (if Conſcience have: a Seat, -, 
In Traytors Breaſts) was it not You, whoſe Cheat . 
And Cunning did my fatal-Hand engage, 
- At once t'a Murder: and a Sacriledge #- 
To Kill my King, and rob Mankind of more - 
Vertae than ere dwelt in-one Breaſt before. - | | 
G 3 Q.M. 
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Q,M. Divert thy Frenzy Child ſome other way, 
Oh, my dear Daughter, try if you can Pray. 
Y.Q. How ſhe diſowns thar Blood which ſhe has ſpilr'y 
Treaſon with her is but a modeſt guilt. 
2, M. Ourpreſence will but raife her Paſſion higher, 
T allay her Frantick Rage, ler us retire, 
Bur of your Queen, ſee that ftri& care you keep, 
Wait her to her Repole, try if ſhe'lt Sleep. 
Sleeping, ſome n_ may be kind, 
And in a Dream t her thoughts her guilt preſent, 
That when titis fit is ore ſhe may Repent, P[Aere the Attendants 
carry off the Keg, over nhom the Young Queen Weeps, 
Y.2. Reav'ns 1 {ince from you the Power of Monarchs ſprings, 
Sure you were bound t' have had more care of Kings, 
| E xeunt all but Q. Mother, Crimalhaz ana Hametalhaz, 
0, M. Now in her Death we muſt ſome way invent, 
That of his Blood we may ſeem Innocent, 
Firſt, let her Face with ſome deep Poys'nous Paint, 
Diſcolour'd 'to a horrid black be ſtain'd, 
Then ſay 'twas as a mark of Vengeance given, 
Thar ſhe was blaſted by the hand of Heaven, 
And as a publick Spectacle expos'd, 
Let her be in a Burning Pile inclos'd 
And whil'ft the Clouded Air reeks with the Smoke, 
Hire a Magician by his Art © invoke 
A Train of Devils, who in dreadful forms, 
 Waited by Earthquakes, Thunder, Wiuds and Storms ; 
Shall rove 1th' Air, and with loud Echoes houl, 
As if they watcht to ſeize her flying Soul, 
Thus will Men think, 'twas'only-ſhe that fram'd - 
This Treaſon, and that for the'Deed ſhe's Damn'd. 
Crim, Bring back the Queen=--e're I ſee Juſtice done, 
I with Morena will converle alone. | 
Enter Guards leading in the Young Queen; 
Great Empreſs ſtay, and hear my Story roo, F Dyſcourſes in whiſ. 
How much I for an injur'd Queen dare do. } per with the Queen, 
Ham. The Emp'rours ating of the Maſquers part, 
His Murder, and the management, your Art ; 
And her feigned Madneſs to our wiſh ſucceed. 
2: M, And moxethanthis tohave ſecur'd che Deed, 


I— 


Had 
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Had not Ber hand ſtruck home to back Her Crime, 
The Surgeons I .had brib'd to Poyſon Him. 
'Tis not the Blood of Sons, nor Monarchs, ſhakes 
Thoſe reſolutions which my Courage takes : 
O're Fear and Vertue roo, I have this odds, . 
My Will's my King, my Pleaſures are my Gods. . # | 
Exeunt Q,M. and Ham, _Manent Crim, and Y, Queen;:. 
Crim, Since I'm a Monarchs Heir, may I not own 
An equal Title in his Love as Throge 2 
If you'll accept ſo mean an Offering, 
You ſhall not want a Lover nor a King. 
My kindneſs ſhall ſupply ----- 
Y. Q. Hold, Do you mean, 
This offer'd Service to an Injur'd Queen > : 
How, Str, is my Dead King ſo far remov'd,* 
[That I am paſt remembrance thar I Lov'd > 
Admit new Courtſhips, and with the ſame Eye, 
Behold a Murder'd Soveraigns Ghoſt ſtand by > - 
T.thought your proffer'd kindneſs had been this, 
To've Sentenced me to mix my Blood with Ifts. . 
To've told me I ſhould Dye, and Dying have . 
The Happineſs of Sleeping in his Grave. - 
Crin, Death is Guilr's due, Yours is a gentler Doom, . 
You may enjoy my Throne, bue-not his Tomb, 
T know your Inngcence and. Vercue.-. You : 
This fatal Deed from ſome falſe Copy drew. 
And I begin to think your Mothers Heart . 
Has Poyſon in't, what-e're her Looks. impart, . 
But to Revenge a Murder'd King, I'll found 
This Treaſon, till the utmoſt Depth be-found ; - 
And to ſuch Pains the Authors I'll condemn, 
That to the. World I'll your loſt Fame redeem:-. 
Y. Q. A Kings Revenge fo brave ah a& will be, - 
That yau'll at once oblige both Heaven) and Me, 
And his bleſt Spiric in the Skies muſt oive - 
A Debt, which he has left unpaid below. . | 
Crim, That trifling ſcore one Smile: from ybu will quit, 
And ſure you are fo kind-to pay.his debt. 
Y. 2. My Thanks are granted e're your Suit is heard? . 
Crim, 1 mult have more than Thanks for a reward, 
T2. 


48 The Empreſs of Morocco. 
Y. 2. The Glory of the deed requires the pains. 
Cr;#r. But Glory only in your Favour Reigns. 
Y. 2. Thar Breath I cannot, mnſt not underſtand, 
Crim. Love needs bur little Art to be explain'd. 
TY. Q. Love 1 ſtop that Barb'rous Breath, In a new Love 
I ſtab his Image, and-prophane his Duſt, 
Crim, Bur not to Love, your Champion is unjuſt. 
Y. Q. Your Service I accept, your Love take back, 
Crizs, None hate the Giver who the Preſent take. 
Why can't your Heart ------ » 
 T. &. Why can't your Arm Revenge 
A King, without my Heart paid in Exchange ? 
Know, though you baſely trade with Loyalty, 
My Love my Kings Revenge does over-buy. 
Go, Mercenary Man, I will reſfigne 
His Vengeance to the hand of- Heaven, not Thine; 
__ Crim, Let ſuch harſh words be by tame Lovers born, 
. My Pafſion is too- rough to bear your ſcorn, 
Y. 2. And muſt my Heart at ſuch a price be Sold 2 77 
Thy Seac Ulurpr, before thy Blood is cold ! | 
This was thy Righc, and though thy Death I gave, | 
Who lov'd the Martyr, will the Reliques ſave. 
My Heart by none bur thee was ever won, L [Abde? 
I'll guard che Trophy though the Conqu'rour's gon; |. y 
But ſtay --- This Grant is to Revenge thy Blood, 
And on that ſcore no Offering's too good, | | | 
I ſhould ſcorn Love, Life, Honour, Empires, ---- al 
To ſtrike their Heads whoſe Treaſon wrought thy fall. | 
' Can you on no leſs terms my King irevenge ?. . 
Crim, No ſecond Thoughts my Reſolution change, 
Since all I a& is only for your fake, 
Love muſt accept thoſe offers Love does make. 
Y. Q. Well, S:r, my Hearc is won, Your Siege remove, 
. I condeſcend to any thing --- but Loye, [ Retreating from him; 
Reſign that Heart thar's His---- - | 
Heav'ns 1 ſhall I Live to a fo great a Sin, 
To right a Monarch, muſt Idamn a Queen ? 
Be gone ! I hace thee now worſe than before : 
Deſcend co thee ! No, I chat Thonghe abhor, © » | 
And though his Blood does loud for Vengeance call, 
Iknow he'd ſcorn his Queen ſo low ſhouldfall, * © Thoagh 
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Thongh I have loſt a King, I'm nor ſopoorg _ 
The Temple raz'd, che Ruines hn adore. : 
Crim.. My Love's too fierce long Sieges to-artend: 
You've loſt aServanr, and your King a Friend, {offers to go; 
T. £2. Stay --- No, be gone, Tſcorn thee---» Yer Sir ſtay, 
Hopes of Revenge fo much my Paſſion frvay, 
Thar what would I not da for Juſtice ke, (hand. 
Where the aſlault's ſo ſtrong > here Conqu'rour take--- [Fives ber 
Crim, Oh my beſt hopes---- | [Kiſs her hoxd.] 
Y. 2. My---Friendſhip --= give my Love 1--< 
My Love, my Soveraigns Right, I rate above 
"The Ranſome of a World, and if chyghand 
Does not perform what his loud wrongs demand ; 
Thou art his Murderer. pf | 
Crim. But when you ſee that Murderer wear his Crown; 
You ſhall too late repent your haughty Frown, [Offers to go, 
Y. Q. Hold, e're the pleaſures of Revenge I'll want, 
Invader, here what e're you ask Tt granc. 
Crim. Oh Charming Excellence 1 | 
PT. Q. Bur Sir, | 
Loving too ſoon, I ſhall convince the Faith 
Of Men, that I deſign'd my Husbands Death. 
Cram, Tis true, ſome Marks of ſorrow ſhould be worn 
To rea the World ; I'll give you time eo Mourn, 
.Q. When you've appeas'd his Ghoſt, and ch' Angry Pow'rs 
Above; and co his ſacred Memory of, | 
My laſt Debt's paid, all chart I am is yours. 
Crim. My Vow's the ſame. Firſt ro Revenge T'll fly; 
With Traycors Blood I'll entertain your Eye. 
E're you're my Queen, and wear a ſecond: Crown, | 
I'll build a Scaffold firſt, and then a Throne. [Exit 
T. 2. I've found the way, Oh my dear Lord, though now 
Death does Embrace what ro my Arms is due, | 
F'li keep ----- | ” 
My Vow:to Him, and Love to Thee Entire. | 
No ſecond King (hall to this Throne aſpire, - [ Pagyts to ber Breaff, 
To Thee my laſt Debts FAY. (ball be this, 
T'll dye ---and dead, all chat I am is His, 
Ia chy Revenge, when I've Triumphanc ſtood, 
On Traycors Necks amid'ſt a _— of Blood.; 
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Morene's hand ſhalf waſh the ſtain She wears, © 

As Condemn'd. Men turn Executioners. Ca 

To expiate thy Blood, Tit let out mine, xe bs 
And'Triumph in my fall, who Mourn for thine;- 

Then with a gentle gale of Dying Sighs, 

I'll Breathe my flying Soul ifito the Skies, 

Wing'd by ;npLove, I will my paflage ſteer, 

Nor can I miſs my way, when:you ſhine. there. [Ext 


The Fifth AQ. 
Enter Crimathaz Attended: as King. * 


Crim, T IF \Hough on the Blood of Kings my Throne L've buik:; 
"The World ay Glory fees, bur not my Guile,” © 


yo” 


—a— 
* T F 


a Myſterious Majeſty beſt fics 2 Throhe', - 
They Vertuous ſeem whoſe Vices are: unknown.}.- 
| Men-have Ador'd, and have made Offerings / 
To unknown Gods, why not to unknown Kings, © {[Exter Hamm, 
Ham. Your Guaxds gre ſet, your Forces onthe Wallsg- - - 
And in the Streets are rank'd-t Fighting forms, ox 002 2 
Expecting when. the” Martial-Summon calls, | 
And Taffaletta this proud City Storms, SER 
For our laſt Scouts which newly are come in, . 
Tell us th Aſſault will- in few hours begin. - | 
Crim, I thank him for this War he has begun,- 
The number of my Foes, enhance my Crown. 
It does a worth on Kings as Beauties fer, 
To have our Rivals numerous and Great, --- | 
-- But. is th' Impriſon'd Princeſs, whom your Sword * 
"Raviſhe from Muly Hamers hand, ſecur'd | 
From the World's knowledge ---- 
Hom. Royal Sir, I have--+- | 6 
The Pride to be her Jaylor-«- and her Slave. [Jide; 
Crim. Maul; Hamet and Mariamne are the laſt ; 
Of the impefta Race, that have notypaſt 
To th'other Wotld, to make me room in this. 
' But though your hand did of his Murder miſs :- © 
Howe're His Exile has reſtrain'd His Pow'r, 
And Her I have conceal'd within the Tow? : 


——_—— 
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But ſhould ſhe be diſcoyer'd, and. 'L; found 
Her Jaylor, her reſtraint would: horeid: ſounds 
I am not ſafe then cill 1 ſee Her Dead, * - - 
You therefore ſhall preſent me.,with Her Head.” 
Ham, Mariammes Head preſented by my Hand | A 
I'de firſt ſtrike his char gives me, chat. Command,,../F  : -. 
For ſince that Beauteous Priſoner was.my.charge; - fuwgi? x 
Her charming Image did my Soul enlarge. ;;- ;L7 Aſide; 
Art the approach of to Divine_a Guelt,, 3 IG! 
I've ſhook my lags Fomibars from my Breaſts: i | 
The thoughts of Milchigfs, Villany ard; Bloody, | 
By Her Fair Eyes inſpir d, Idare be good. Exit. 
2. M. Though your Deſigns have met ſo great —_ 
Do not forget I was your Patronels;/ ! | 
And ſhe to whom you; made! this; Soleinn, Vow, .. - £10.Crim: 
That I ſhonld ſhare that: Throne I rais'd you £0; ;.. ; a 
Crim. The higheſt Seatin all (but Monarchs) Breaſts _ 
Should be by t "high | of Paſhons, Love, Poſſeſts :- X 
Bur Kings in fo ſublime a Region:Moye, WEE. ins». ys 
They have Conceris-thar/muſt take place of "SGD 
My Subjeds call for Vengeance, and I muſt 
To the Dead King before my Love be Juft. 
Then give me leave to proſecute his 


- Firſt wear'the Cypreſs, then the Myrtle Wraks "I 


Q,M. Bring in, the: "Queen - -5ne> 21 
If She delay our Loves: © 
Let out Her Blood, _ thoſe weak Bars AS 4" 
Enter Guards bringing. in the. ___ Queen; 


| Muly Lobus His Queen-and Murderers- r roM Gin! 
j ToExpiate His Death; You u are: Sammonid. here x To AT vir; tek 


To prove how much the ord by Yaw has loſt, ..- F 
And what Atronement's due t'a Monarch's Ghoſt, 
Y. 2. Yes Msdam, when great Princes Dye, Ide have 
Their Majeſty kept up 'beyond-che Grave. , !;;.;; {23445 v 
SuchNrenis of Blood ſhould:-for their Murders: p: =: 
Their Ghoſts ſhould have @. Train 25. great as 1 
. M,. See Str; ſhe begs her Death as a - pan 3h | 


Uſe Charity, do not Her Bliſs Rerard, [to Crimal. aſide. 


Crim. In common Murders, Blood: for Blood may. os : 


Buc when a Ron” jen Vw Pang | + bug 
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His Marderers eondemn : But that's nor all, | 
' A Vengeance hangs o're Nations where they Fall; 
£. M. No tedious IneroduQions to Her Death T 
Good Sir make haſt, more bulſineſs and leſs Breath, 
. Crim, Who wears his Crown, can beſt defend his Cauſef:- 
F'll on his Murderer Execute ſuch-Laws, * 
The Rigour of my Juſtice ſhall declare, 
How thigh I rate that Majeſty I wear---- 
<7 No Prologues to Her Dearh, let it be done. 
I could haye Kill'd cen Queens while you judge One, 
Crim, Therefore to Profecute her Death--<- 
Q. M., Speak Home; » * - © | | 
Crim, 1 on his Murderer muſt Pronounce a Doam».e-. 
£2. M. No Mercy, be Severe. | 
Crim. --<- AS may Expreſs, 
Fcan't do more, ner can his Blood as lefs. 
Guards, I on You that Office-do confer ; : 
my Orders , ſeize this Murderer. . 5 Herethe Guards 
Thy Poyſon'd Husband, and Thy Murder'd Song Þ ſeize the Q. 3, 
This-injuc'd Empreſs, and Merocco's Throne, | * 
Which 'thy 'aceurſed Hand fo oft has ſhook; 
Deſerves ------ | | 
A blow more Fierce than: Juſtice ever ſtrook. Queen Motbiy 
'Q. M. Inhumane Villain, Monſter, Devil --- ſs trugling in 
Cram. Silence-her Fury, ſtop her Poyſon'd Breath; ( the Guards; 
And check her growing outrage by her Death. 
Bur fince to Me you've been fo kind t impart © 
Some Favours, and a Title in your-Heart :- 
In Gratitude and Honour, you. ſhall have-- 
This Mercy, to walk pently-to-your Grave, 
. Bid my:/Phyſitians a ſtrong Draught prepare, 
' And kave her Bixecutich co:\their Care. 
2 M. Ungrateful Slave 1 - 
Crim, Go-- T'H not hear her Plead; 
No Arguments ſhall ſave a Traytors Head;  : | | 
All his Revenge demanded, I have done; [to the F,Queen,. 
Perform your Vow, accept: my Love and Throne, * 
2. M. Hold Sir-- I ask not Life; fuch as of Grace 
Your 3ounty may on little Sinners paſs, 
My Sins are but coo Capical, --- My Son, £ 
And Poyſon'd Hushands-» What have I nor done > S 
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So many Treaſons, and fuch Bloody: Rage, - | 
Would fink an Empire and defame an- Age- 
No ſound bur Deaths harſh Name, my Soul could daunt; 
| Now all my Sins my Frighted.Conſcience Haunt + | 
Guile only thus to Guilty Minds appears, 
As Syrens do to Drowning Mariners: . 
Seen only by their Eyes, whoſe Deaths are nigh, 
We rarely ſee our Crimes before we- Dye. 
And now they're ſeen, I'm with ſuch Horror ſtrook, 
They ſeem ſo large, I dare not upwards. look; 
Where's all my Confidence and Courage driven > 
Guilc nere grows Baſhſal till ic thinks of Heaven, 
Though I want Pow'r to ask for Mercy theres 
I will look down and beg my Pardon here, [Kneek tothe Y,Q. * 
Fair Innocence, I for your Pardon fue, _. | 
T' a Condenan'd Traytor, but a' Mother too : 
Let her. Repenting Sighs' her Griefs impart 
Who thus --= offers her Tears --- and chus ==thy Heart, 
| Stabs the Y. Queen; 
Dye Rival---and Dye Traytor --=. [| Runs to $t6b Crimalhaz; 
| but being flopt by the Guaras , 
--Then Dye Thou”. | [Stabs her ſelf 
Crim, Morena Kill'd 1 
L. M. Yes Sir, and I'de have done the'ſame for You. 
But ſince my Dagger has ſo feebly don, 
Miſffing thy Breaſt, I've ſent ic co my-own«-. 
If ſome kind Devil had bur cook my part, 
I had pierc'd thy Boſom, as I've. done her Heart: .. 
Curſe on weak Nature, which my-Rage. unman'd, . 
A Maſculine Hearc links with a Female Hand: - ; 
My Stars had been more juſt, had they defiga'd } 
Me leſs of Hell, or leſs of Woman-kind. 
F. Q. T'expreſs my Gratftude,chus low I bow, [:othe Q..1/, 
Murder was ne're an Act of Grace tillnow, 
Your Court'ous Arm. retriev'd- mine from 2 Guile, . 
Morena's Hand, Morena's Blood had fpilc g, ;  -_ A 
Had not that ſtroke more kindly-been decreed,” 
You ne're did a& a Mother, till this Deed + - 


Here ---I perform my Vow --- To Crimalhaz grwing 
When I've refign'd, | -) him her Hand, - 
Thy 


My Soul to Him <-> take <= all I leave behindg 


4 The Empreſs of Motocco. 
Thy Death, dear Saint, Reveng'd; and mine fo.near, © 
Such charming objeQs ro my Thoughts appear : 
In hopes Ifhall meer Thee, my Joy's o high, ' 
Methinks I vilic Heav'n; before I dye. 
My Mourning Soul durft ne're one encline, 
To ſenſe of Joy, till ic drew nigh co Thine. 
Heaven's Bliſles are 2 prize Love only Wins, 
Where my Life ends, my happineſs begins. © _ TDyes, 
2. M, Is chis your Thanks for all her Love has done 1 
Who ſtak'd her Soul to raiſe thee 'to a Throne, + 77 
Durſt you Perfidions Villain, with ofte Breath, '//-: | | 
Pronounce Her-Coronarion, and my Deach # © += 
Bur I've remov'd that Rival : Thanks to Me; | 
Her wandring Soul is mounted to-2 Cloud; - 
But you may Court her ſtill--- in Heav'n-*- if ſhe - 
Can hear fo far, and you cantalle fo loud. ' * 
Crim, Though againſt Me your Rage had juſt'pretence ; 
Yer how durſt you-zffaule ſach - Innocence p®* © --- 
* 2. M. Let fingle Murthers, common Hands ſuffice , 
\ T ſcorn to Kill-leſs chan whole Families,! - _- 4» 
In all my Race, I naching tmd thar's ill, | 
Bur. that I've Batren been; and wanted till. > 
More Monarchs to Dethrone, more Sons coKill, * 
My Actions are ſcarce worth the Memory, 
And I am yet too Innocent ro! Dye, | 
Had but my Hand perform'd'thy Murther roo, 
I ſhould meer Death wich Smiles upon my Brow.” 
But Oh my Spirir'sFaint—- yer I have Breath 
Enough to make-a Prayer before my Death. | 
If there be ſuch a place as yields-abodes BEO3SI: 7 
To Souls that ſcorn the Company of Gods. © | #9 te. 


May Iin He!), Hell's greaveſt Torments bear, b 15-3391 bv) 
Provided *tis thy Doom: to meer methere.” © [ Dyes. 

Crim, Infe&ion ſtick" upon thy blaſted Name,  ** | 
Thou Foil to Monſters, and thy Sexes Shame.” - © © - {rv 2. M. 
Burt here my Rearc to Pity does incline 3+ +> - "[#Y.. Quren, 
Till now I Smil'd:ac Blood; -hur' Sighfor Thine”*! *=- 7 1781 


Vertue farewel, I could bewail thy Fare'----. © --* 7 

Bur 'tis a Cowards Crime to grieve roo late; 
Fury's the Mourning) Garb great Spirits wear, -' © © 
From this day, fos thy ſake, no Lives VH Tpareg-> +> 7 11/12 pf 


The Empreſs of Morocco. _ $5 
I will ſend Thoufands to atcend- thy fhadez”. - 7 win? 
Luſt made me King, Love has a Tyrant made. _ - 

Remove thoſe breathleſs Objedts, thoſe dumb fhows- /- 

Of Majeſty ; now Fl for deeds prepare : | 
This Morning muſt begin and end a War, 
' Kind Taffaletta does for my preſence call; 
'Fam Invited to his Funeral, 
The litcle Champion with Impatience waits, 
To beg a Tomb before Morecco's Gares. ' 
And rather than his lingring Fate delay, 
Fil with my Army take a walk that way. . 
His heat of Blood, and luſt of Crowns ſhall ceaſe; 
Laſhte to a Calm, and cool'd into a Peace.. 


Enter Hameralhaz i» haſt, « found of Trumpets heard from within. 


" Ham, Your Army's Routed e're the War's begun, 
The City-taken, and yaur-Empire won, 
And this ſurpriſing Conqueſt is not gain'd, -. 
By Taofalett's, but. Maly Hamets Hand. 
Crim, Muly Hamet from his Baniſhmene return'd 1 
Bam. Yes, at the News of ch' Emperours Death*concerg'd, 
Thar his great Maſter was by You betray'd: _ £53 
' He came to Taffalett, and frankly made 
A proff:r of his Sword : which brave demand 
| Was by the Generous King thus Entertain'd: 
{ «yy elcome brave Friend ; Mul Hamer was ne're taught -: 
| To back, bur Head thofe Armies where he 'Foughr, - 
That Fame and Glory then which waits on Thee, 
Shall ne're be lefſen'd when You Fight for Me, _ 
With me, brave Youth, chou ſhalt my Force Fead, | 
And Fight my Equal in my Armies Head ; '& 
When to your ſtartled Squadrons he appears 
Taffalett's General, who late was Theirs. 
Their former Love renew'd, ſuch changes wronghet, 
That- they forgor- the Cauſe in which Kew Fought, 
A ſudden Clamour Echoed chrough the Throag, RR» 
Which Muly Hamer, Mul Hamer Rungs © 
By their own hands the Gates were ſtrait pull'd down, 
And he in Triumph Marche into the Town. | 
They paid to him what to-cheir King they: owe ; 
'- And proudly now aloud Proclaim him fo, - Crim; 


gs The Empreſs of Moroeco. 
Crim, Draw up my Forces, Raiſe my Guard, I'll try - +, * 

Who's the ceebSfal Rebel, he or I. | "JF b 

I'll write-my Vengeance in whole ſtreams of Blood ; 

Fortune take your free Choice, .be il! or good, 

I dare your Worſt; - | 

Yet I deſerve to. be your Favorites ©: ' 

Tyrants are kind to choſe they cannot Fright, . [Exeunts 


Eitr Muly Hamet, xd Actendants with drawn Swords, 
" after a ſound of Trumpets, 
Myuly H. My Cauſe ſubdues more than my Sword, the Town 
Does at my Feet their proſtrate Arms lay down. 
Conqueſt {ounds beſt, and Glory brighreſt thines, 
Where Loyalty, nor Force, the Lawrel wins. 
Lead to the Palace, through che Guards I'll break, 
- And to th' Ulſurper I'll in Thunder (peak. 
To the Infernal Shades I'll ſend 8 Ghoſt, 
Stain'd wich more Sins than all their Hell can boaſt. | þ 
| His Blood, dear Prince, (hall pay for ſhedding thine ; | 
No Cauſe fo juſt, no Rage ſo fierce as mine: _ 
Where Loyalry and Love che Fuel bring, 
A Raviſhr Miſtreſs. and a. Murder'd King. | [ Excunts 
2 The Trampets continue Sounding, 4nd daſbing 
of Swords is heard from within, 
Enter Crimalhaz, Hametalhaz, ad Attendants, 
'. with drawn Swords, 4s purſued. : 
Crim, And Muly Hamet Fighting in their Head, 
Ham, Fly quickly, Sir, fee where your Guards lye Dead, 
The Furious Ml Hemet leads 'em on, 
Whoſe Fortune, and whoſe Sword has Wonders done, 
Your Guards hew'd down, He by no Force withſtood, | 
Comes now this way to Sacrifice your Blood : 
He with ſuch Fears your ſhaking Palace fills, 
aps wich che Horrour that he brings, he Kills, 
rim. Ta this long Story, all I can deſcry, 
Is, my Crown's going, and:my Death draws nigh. 
No,-'tis no common Thunder ſtrikes nze Dead, 
I've a Retrear'yer left ro ſave'my Head. [Trumpets ſounding. 
I by this Had my fiaking Throne will ſtay, | 
And Reign ro morrow, though I fly to day,  [Excunt. 
Situ rant The 


| SY 


2 ths 


 Totight my King, my Miſtreſs Iexpoſe, =. 


: The Scene cha! | 

| Enter Muly Hamet and Abdelcador Attended; 
Abdel;, Kind Taffalett — es VE US 
Concern'd to owe this Conqueſt to the Charnis why 


_ Of your ViRorious Preſence, not his Arms ; : 
Scorning to Wear that which his Arms ne're Won, 
Frankly Surrenders you Morocca's Crown, . De ED 
Mely H. Well, Generous Prince, this offer'd Crown ----- 
With Thanks and Envy ſhall Accepted be; OT 
'T'11 be a Monarch to a& deeds like Thee. H ere Mariam: 
My Princeſs,the bright Charms choſe eyes convey, are iow the 
Eompleat th'imperfet Triumps of this day : alconey, abrve, 
It does a larger Happineſs aford, | hs 
' To have a Miſtreſs, than a Crown reſtor'd, | 
Here at your Feet, kind Providence has thrown. 
Your Baniſht Lover, and your Raviſhe Crown. 
Your influence, and my Arms ſo happy prov'd ; 
Th'Ulurper's Scepter's to your Hand remov'd; Me: - 
His Blood, when he his forfeit Head dares ſhow, + 
| Shall pay what to your Brothers Duſt I owe. pats wy 
Enter to her Crimalhaz into the Balconey, 
Mar, My Jaylor here. = = 
Crim, Though I am faln-ſo low s _ 
My Fortune-loſt, I may a Beegar grow; 
This Mercy does on Generous Spirits wait, 
| You always pity the” Unfortunate+----. © >. 
And on that ſcore I'll beg one modeſt boon 
I'll only ask you to reſtore my Crown, 
Mul H. Thanks Heaven, the only Man whoſe Head I want,” 
Crim, Do not thank Heaven, for what it cannot grant. = 
My Read, fond Man, is for thy reach too high ; 
I from this Caſtle thy weak Arms*defie, On 
 Immur'd wichin the Walls of this ftrong Tower, 
I ami fo ſafely Guarded from thy Powerz _ -* __ 
| That I dare tell you, yes,-and boldly roo, ' 7  _ ? 
This Head you threaten ſhall be Crown'd by you; © ©, HS 
MuhH. What means this Impudente —— 7 7 96 5 
Crim, To end the Strife———  * - / ' (at Nie, Break : 
Task a Crown, a Ranſome for her Life; Drans and points his S'# 4 
Maly H, Here 1 my-battied hopes of: Vengeanee loſe 3214 #5 - 
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"Crim, I know your Paſfion has x rye (8 grear,. 

| That for her ſake you'll quit thilmperial Sear. - 
|. T know your Vertue is fo ſtrong, thar if pI 
You Sweat you will proreRt my. Throne and Life, | 
You'll keep your Vow ; Swear then by all thoſe Powes. 
Which the Religious World Fears and Adores,. 
To quit your Claim co Empire ; Swear. you'll make 
Me Monarch in thac Throne mhicch you'll forſake;z. _. 
And with your Blood you'll guard that Crown you give.:.: | 
If fo, your Miftrefs (hall haye leave to Live... 
Though you quir Empires, youlbal meer theſe Ehgrms,. 
To ſleep, and dream: of Kingdoms in her Arms, _ 
If not, prepare to ſee her Amorous Breaſt. . 
Give encertainmeanr to this Irag Gueſt,. 
To this your Anſwer. . | 
Muly H. Savage Infidel ty © _. 
Monſter t there's not a:Hand on this fide Hell;. 
That dares.atcempt that Deed , there's not one Dart- 
In Heav'n, that would nor firike che Murders Heart; 
Before his Hand ſhould y yer Heres Boenh.. be 
Crow. Since you are with luch Heavenly Faith. 
To think ſk'has Champions in the Skies; I'll cry,,.! 
Who's the beſt Executioner, Heaven.or I; | 
__Muh H. Hold, Barb'rous, Crael, hold your Murd ring hands; - 
Think on the Vengeance which that Crime attends; -,. ,| | -- 
Think what a fterce Revenge I far, her: ſake, | oy 
Will oa my Princeſs. bloody: murd'rer take, / - 
Mar, Hold, Muly.Hamet, lethis Ragego an, 
Gan You but think of Fear when Þ have none 3+. . 

"Crim, Tortures and Wracks pilptone avain deſigns 
That hand vhat ſheds her Blood ſhall, lerout mine, | 
Speak quickly then, *e're wards-wilk come too. late: 

- My Crown reſtor'd,. you'll yer redeem her Fate, _ | 
Muly H. My Lawrels, Crowns, and Empizes are all yours, 
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_ Crim, x then, te | P' s 
Muly H.. 1 ſwear bythe Ecerna} Powers, 
For her Lives ranſome I chis'off ring, make : 
Myrecro and-your Crown: [ll give you backs 
W my laſt blood I will;ypur/Life defend; 
Ws. ral Champion, apdja Reece your Friend, 
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"The Empre]s of Morocco: - BI 
Crim? A filent Grotto, and ſhady Grove: LAT A 
| Are far more proper Scenes-chan”l fr Long 
And though your Hand and hers no Sc 
You Lovers may get Kings to be'my 
Mar, I'll bind my Vo by the one Pow! rs you ſwore; 
T'!! ro a thouſand Deaths my Life by 2h 
| Before I will one Inch of Ce 
'Tis not, bold-Slave, my theeneen' death cani make {To Criay 
My Female fears my Right ta Throne forſake. 
Heir to a Crown,” though you fo fierce have been, . 
Mariamne (corns to Dye leſs than 2 Queen, 
_ Is brisk yo Pep News yy Champion! have achy Heart. 
Stay, h cruel Moercomne 1 ea0 you pare 
From _ and Life, to rob:the World and Me? 

Mar, No,' Maly Homer, a worſe ſtain 'twill be 

To have my Crown reſign'd, than my Blood \pilg, 

I of the ewe will chooſe the lefſer Guile: 

Fame never ſhall in Hiſtories expreſs, 

Born co be prear, I yielded to be leſs,_ | 

 _MuhH, If you aſpire to greatneſs, that T'll grantz 
Your Mul Hawet Empires cannor want, 

Whilſt he poſſeſſes You, and wears a Sword, 

' Andif our Africk does no room afford; 

I'll Travel then to ſome remoter Spheare, 

Till I find our new Worlds, and Crown: yon there. 

Mariam. 'Tis Honour. and not Crowns that Iefteem; . 
And ſhould I baſely yield my Throne to him ; 
| My Name and Story would but poorly ſoand, * 

Who rais'd a Murd'rer, and a Rebel Crown 'd. 

No, if at worſt I by chis Trayror. 

Adore my Name, and Love my Memory. | 

Yes, Mighty Man, perforin his Vilancg patt, Bo Crim] 
Brav ely-and boldly pierce a Female pen 3S 

Let ftory boaſt, you this greac deed fulfil 

Your Manly hand an unarm'd Women: Kite, - 

Crim, Since you at ſcorn and dating are fo- ey 
I'll feel! your Pulſe, and try your: Hoare of Blood, 
Guards, Fire the Caſtle. - 
And while thac Buras LY 2 new ſhape- : 
T 11 Sport aud Revel with mare p ezfing Char! 
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- Than Nero when he fung to burning: Rome..." 
FIl Sing my Funeral Obſequies 1 in theſe Arms 5 ; 
T'll Raviſh her pon! EMWS! 
Then throw my (elf and her into the Eire, : 
And Arm in Arm wgether we'll expire. 
Burn, Bura the Tower. 
Enter Hametalhaz in the Balcozy ah Guards, who 
ſeizes Crimalhaz and diſarms him. + 
Haw. Before this Tower cakes Fire you'll want a Head, 
Crim, Hemeialhaz ſtand off; am; I betray'd > 
Ham, I have no time co anſwer your demands :. 
Deliver him tro Maly Hamets Hands. 
The higheſt Triumph my. weak 'Arm-e're-gain'd, 
Is to preſenc this Princeſs xo. his Hand. -: [ Grim. « FART dawn by 
Mehl H. Her life preſerv'd and he the inſtrament Ghe _—_—_ 
What Miracle of Honour has fate ſent > + 
Sure Heav'n a&ts Wonders 1 Wonders, no 'tis none — 
What have th/high'r Pow efs to. do, but to'take care 
Of ſo much Vercue, and a Face {0 Fre: 1 .- or 1:54 
Emer Crimalhaz below, led in by the Guards. WAA 5 
See him convey 'd to Execution ſtraight : 
He as he roſe in Blood, in Blood ſhall ſer. 
Crim, Since I muſt dye, and dye Condemn'd by you 2: 
Hear Heav'n, for I ne're croubl'd-you till now. | 
So-may my Body.ror when I am Dead, 
Till my rank Duſt has ſuch Concagions bred : 
My Grave may dart forth Plagues, as may ſtrike Death 
Through the Infected Air where thou.draw'ſt breach. 
Others may fancy pleaſures more Divine, 
I know not where : this (hall in Hell be Mine, . 
To think when Dead, I yet can Death convey, (Abdele: 
' ad whet _ Arm can't a@ my Aſhes may. {Ex Guarded with 
Emer Hametalhaz Leading Mariamne, | 
Muly H. My __ and beſt Life, welcome. - By thy Hand, 
My Crown, my Happineſs and. Heay'n, regain'd, 
What myſtick. Bleff ng-does my Fate purſue, . 
To ſee her Sav'd, and fee her Say'd by you? 
| Hams, Oh do not at this Myiny admire; 
Nothing is ftrange which; dorvinſpire, 
Fo puniſh Treaſon, and p re. a Throne, © | 1 
T to Meriewae EG ahge. When 
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When to bis hand Leave chac aha Prize, | ; 

+ Deſign'd for his Ambuioris Sacrifice : ._ ME 

When her hard fate, and her bright Charins I for, 

Theſe did my Homage, that my pity draw. . ' - © 

Something ſo kind I to that Face did pay, 

Thar to Serve her I could my trult berray. 

Had I been Born a Prince,.and in that name | 

( Like You) Erected Trophies to. her Fame: £ 

In all-chings then I had your Rival prov'd, | 

And confidently zold. her that I Lov'd. 

; But wanting worth, I wanted words, and choſe 

. This way my Speechleſs Paſſion to diſcloſe. 

I would defend what [I could: ne're injoy, | WO 

And break all bars that did her Peace deſtroy, © > 211 

Bur I coo late reſoly'd a flight fo thigh, Te 

I cut my Wings before I thought to By 2253 

Too quick to work, roo weak to prop her Fall 

My Penitence could nor my Sins. recall. | 

Till this bleſt moment, and your Influence: gave. 

Her dangers and his Inſolence 2 Grave. 
Maly H, Such Honour and ſuch Love 1 Fam Conquer d here,- 

My Deeds and Paſſions are below thy Sphear.. 

_  Buc'as. your Worth, your Pow's.(hall out-reach mines 

Subjets my Homage pay, but Monarchs thine. [Embraces him, 
Ham, Though Heav'n by me her threatned Life ſecures,. 

And faves her 'Blood to we ally'd ro yours.. 

Deſpair, not Friendſhip, yields co that hard task ;. 

I bravely give what 1 durſt never ask:2* {: 

Hold Heart, while I this Treaſure do refi wh fi 24} 0 

And Crown her BliG with-that which ruins tnine s: 

. I periſh at her feet whom I adore, 

The greateſt Wracks ate; neareſt to: the Shore... | 

ariam, Such Language: may by (Paſtel Ears be heards, 

Your Love I muſt aqmue,'-and he Teward. :.. * / tf f; 

A Nobler Paſſiqn-Story: never. VVrit.: | i 

Thar turn'd a Traytor to a Proſelyre..: |. | 

Thou beſt of Converts, , - CR B66; 
Msl H. And of Rivals tao... 

Sir; as a Tribute to. your Vertue: Jets p> ub 2401 outs 1.5 

All Honours Meric in-a-Qourt cati undetpd 2 Sunn ny 3A 24 

And a king Monarchs Loye lyeat yow Fees | Hmm, 
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Ham. Hold, thargreara&t of >Mercy-mult not: al Sita. 
Let not. your firſt days Reign-a'King 4 F S 
- Of ſuch high, Boadey:T'm. unworthy 
My good ARs have Snort wnigney. my OE 
No To ſome far County, 
*I from thoſe Eyes for ever: will remove, 
1 cannot ſtand the fighrofthopelels Love. + 
' Pilgrims, whoſe Zeal's: rore bleſt though lf Dizine;'. 
Go meet their-Sainrs:.'bur{ malt fly for mine. - (Ofer; 7 ll 
; Moaly H. Stay Pconjureyous ftay, you ſhall 0 muſt: ; 
' You've made 'me'Gieary: leb me'not'be anju 
Speak what Command, whar ÞBow'r, what ad you'll choale. 

: Hain, Crowns, no, ſuctvlicale-Favours [Ixefuſe, © 
None bur-the place Yon hold-thyiiſh can band, > - 
Bur ſince I have your free'affer o.be Crown, |; 

Ir is accepted : I a King milbbe, 7 1 E 

. And of my Reign tnake»cthismy* firſt Decroe,, 

This Criminals Baniſhment, and to purſie 

My ſtate, a Conqueror-and a King'like: you; 

To what e're place my wandring'ſteps- incline, | 

:T'll fancy Empires for I'll think: Ts, mine. [Exi: Ham. -F 

: Here the Scene: Poly. ne Crimalhaz apprars caft down on my 
: dheiwatancies, beh Ang 0 6: —_ with ſpikes of Tron, *'Y | 

Add. Seethe rewardof RT, Deach's he 55 
Diſtinguiſhes ch'Uſurper from/uhe King. Os | 
Kings are Immorral, and: from Life remove, 
From their low'r ,Thrones to wear Crowns above + 
Bur Heav'n for hitm nb. ry in? ſtore; ; 
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it's Pride: you: Conrties would ſupport, . 
Ges Lox, loſt. ite Maidembead at 5.99% 
Pufft with the glitt ring of Jour Geudy Charms ; . 
It fear'd to mect vo danger in your ; 
- 4nd tbough the barſbeſt. Cexſures be its due. 54 
Tet kinder uſage it deſermies from Ton, 
© 4 Gonereus Gallant, though tired endeloy'd;" 
Should ftill Teck wall ties be'has en i 
Should you Damn this, you would yaur ſ, elves ans: - 
" 'Tix Barb'yous to Defame whet you Debanch.. 
Nay, now you've caſt it off, yet do-not. Froewn : + 
Though like the Refuge of fa Mib oth Town, 
—. Jt 3s turn'd Common, Tours for balf s Crown. . 
by 22 Twas Generous at Cour bal: 
<A-24;But doey for.Profet toxtheStage ren 
|... "Fomen and Wic'vn equal ſore b 
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3 Rs, s 4 | 
Omen whe e 7 aving- bid ——_ ar © : 
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